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A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 
Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 


BEAUTY. 


Beauty is the deeper hunger 
Untouched by bread; 

Beauty les along a road 
Where many feet have bled; 

Lilies shall not be found a-bloom 
Within a shallow bed. 


Beauty is the greater thirst 
Unquenched by the rain; 
However deep you drink of 2t, 
There will be thirst again; 
There never was a hill of joy 

Without a road of pain. 


Men have starved for beauty 
When glutted with gold; 
They fail to find the path to it 
With weary eyes and old; 
Sometimes they master markets 
Where beauty is not sold. 
ABORIGINE: 


“THERE ARE,” declares Mayor Dever, solemn- 
ly, “innumerable decent families in Chicago.” Just 
put that in writing, your Honor; by jing, we’ll send 
it to New York and surprise ’em. 


It Will Be One. 
R. H. L.: This is not a Ford joke. When Sir 
Walter spread his cloak for Queen Elizabeth, he 
said, “Step on it, Lizzie!” Weary WINNIE. 


SO G. WASHINGTON, according to Rupert 
Hughes, was “ First in war, first in peace, and first in 
the hearts of his countrywomen.” 


NOW WE KNOW why Mr. Daddy Browning is 
suing for separation. ‘“ Why, mother made the ties 
he is wearing,” said Peaches. Ah, to know all is to 
forgive all! : 


REFLECTIONS OF A BRIDE 
AWAKENING. 
I thought him a prize— 
How little I knew him! 
I thought him a prize— 
There his newspaper lies; ; 
Here a sock, there some ties; 
_ Ashes seem to pursue him. 
I thought him a prize— 
How little I knew him! 
CAROLYN. 


AND THE LITTLE RASCAL NEVER 
TOLD ’EM. 
[From the Grand Rapids Herald via S.] 
Mr. and Mrs. Lee Brown (Miss Elizabeth 
Reaves) will be interested to learn that 
they have a son who was born in a New 
York hospital Monday afternoon. 


“WHY DO WE KISS?” asked the Rev. Joseph 
Cross Dent as the subject of his sermon at the Jud- 
son Baptist church in Oak Park last Sunday. Doc, 
if-you’d ever kissed a red headed gal you’d never 
have asked that question. 


PANTHEISM. 


But after all, my dear, there are conventions, 
And that is why I did not bid you stay; 

Although I could have wept with happy anguish, 
It would not do, you know, for me to say 

That you alone now reigned among the idols, 
That all my gods to you now bend the knee; 

For, when he laughed and loved on Mount Olympus, 
E’en Jove himself observed propriety. 

The splendor of you claimed affection’s tribute, 
My heart capitulated at your sight; 

But while my soul sang canticles and pans, 
I had to be correct and say “ Good night! ” 

Tue PHANTOM Lover. 


THE ODDS in New York are 13 to 5 on Dempsey. 
The odds in Berlin are reported to be 98 to 3 on the 
Marine. Germany has had experience. 


Unearthly! | 


RHL: Astronomers who observed Mars when it 

-approached the earth recently report that they found 

not a man in sight. Goodness gracious, Richard— 

our little old world must have a helluva reputation. 
Hersiock. 


WILFRED CROSS, an Illinois university student, 
writes a piece in a church magazine and says that 
co-eds drink gin and go to petting parties and 
payjamy parties, and the horrid college men are 
just as horrid as they can be. Now, see what comes 
of naming a boy Wilfred. 


FROM AN UNKEPT NOTEBOOK. 


R. H. L.: Brevity may be, and I’ve no doubt it 
really is, the soul of wit, but it does reduce one’s 
possibilities of earning a living by the pen. Con- 
sider, for instance, this title, which I’ve cherished 
as the groundwork for a smart piece (Vanity Fair, 
Harper’s Bazaar, or such): “Constancy Never Was 
One of My Favorite Virtues.” Taking it out for in- 
spection the other day, Lois and I decided that when 
you've said so much you’ve said all. Gone two 
thousand (or even five thousand) words at—how 
much a word? Tracy. 


NOCTURNE. 


Now may, with soft surprise, 
Sleep’s so elusive spell 

Fall on your lips, your eyes, 
That I do love so well. 


Fold your unquiet hands 
Across your fair young breast, 

And in the dim white lands 
Seek thy unbroken rest. 


Now let me never know 
Through this, a little while, 
Thy voice; let me forego 
The beauty of thy smile. 


Stir not at all, at all; 
Be without memory here, 
Till the first lark shall call 
Thee from thy slumbers, dear. 
GrorGE CARROLL. 


THE RT. REV. WINNINGTON - INGRAM, 
Bishop of London, warns Ontario that there is grave 
danger of the annexation of Canada to the United 
States. WHAT! annex Canada! Why, Canada to 
us, Rt. Rev. Winnington-Ingram, is a sort of Heaven 
It’s where the good go when they dry. 


MARGINAL NOTES. 


When I shall have become beyond remembering 
anything any more and what I shall have done to- 
morrow is, too, faded into oblivion, there will yet 
be a pile of great stones ageing into still more lovely 
grayness. Time is alone of all etchers the master 
artist in architectural stone. Though one may build 
patiently after ancient patterns, still arch and 
gargoyle, cornice and pinnacle will bear the damning 
brand of the too exact modern chisel until the long 
winds have howled past, breaking off corners with 
tiny sledges of sand and the slow clinging rains have 
traced sea patterns on the facings. Would only that 
lichens grew there and that thin ivy might climb 
bravely upward to be a frame for that beautiful 
thing which is carved there and that I might then 
be not beyond remembering these nights when even 
in its newness there is beauty in a tower etched 
darkly against a midnight sky. 

Tue SPINNER OF THE Tarrrat Loa. 


WHEN THE kings and queens and jacks were 
making royalty’s last stand at the royal wedding in 
Sweden yesterday, there was low, raucous laughter 
heard all over Europe, which seemed to come from 
Rome. It was the Duce. 


“T AM RETURNING to France to live,” said 
Steamer Nason to your reporter yesterday, “that I 
may hear people talk about something besides wine, 
beer, and hard likker.” 


WHEN DREAMS COME HOME. 


Let us be bold some quiet night, 
When only brave stars light the sky, 

And seek again the broken bridge 
Where.once we watched our dreams go by. 


Your-dreams and mine—remember how 
We sent them drifting long ago? 

Frail argosies with silver sails, 
Sped by the kisses you would blow. 


How will they come, those dreams of ours, 
From wandering in distant ways? 

Will they be empty shells adrift, 
Or dreams grown golden with the days? 


Will they have gathered song-spun hours 
’Long all the trails that dreams must roam?— 
We must not fail to smile, be brave, 
Watching our drifting dreams come home! 
Cotorapo Pers. 


ST. LOUIS won the world’s pennant yesterday. 
We sat around until midnight last night waiting for 
the world to come to an end. Oh, well, it will prob- 
ably be today. Keep your suitcase packed. 


AL SMITH has been unanimously and for the 
fifth time nominated as governor of New York. He 
can be governor of the Empire State as long as he 
lives, but it is rumored that he has some idea of 
moving to Washington, D. C. 


And There’s Some Satisfaction in That. 


R. H. L.: Oh, well, let ’em wear their knickers 
and their boyish hair cuts and smoke their cigarets 
and cuss—they just naturally gotta wait for a while 
longer before any of ’em can be called the father of 
Ler country. Howarp. 


ANSWER TO A YOUNG POET. 


What will they give us tomorrow 
Who love us today? 

The white carven marbles of sorrow, 
Myrtle and bay, 


Grief and its vigilant arrow 
Pointing the years, 

Dusk, and a bed that is narrow, 
Songs, and their tears. 


Sing then, before we are smitten 
Down into clay. 
Lo, on our brows it is written: 
Love us today! 
Nancy SuHores. 


NOW THE FIGHT begins in the senate as to 
whether or not Uncle Sam should go into the world 
court. If he does, it’s a cinch he’ll have to pay the 
costs. 
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HYMN OF HATE FROM GERTIE. 


Wherever you are this Easter, egg, 
I hope you’re in trouble—trouble a pile, 
An’ youre so busted you have to beg 
Or maybe steal (that’s more your style). 
You bet I mean it! If you was a man 
Instead of kind of a household pest, 
You wouldn’t a done what you done to me, 
That gave you her trust an’ all the rest. 


I can see you now in your twelve-buck hat, 
An’ a mignonette in your coat lapel; 

Yeh! Many’s the girl you’ve copped at that— 
But leave me tell you, you ain’t so swell! 
If you was to crawl back—hear me—crawl! 
An’ say you're sorry an’ plead and beg 
Fer me to forgive (you’d have the gall!), 

I’d flatten you cold this Kaster, egg. 


It ain’t that I miss the money you took 

For the Easter suit that had made me sigh; 
It ain’t that I loved a false alarm, 

But, honey, why didn’t you say “ good-by ”? 
It wouldn’t a hurt. If you was a man 

You’d done it. But no! You're just a yegg. 
So luck—the worst—you understan’, 

Wherever you are this Easter, egg. 

Gorpon SEAGROVE. 


DR. MICHELSON has discovered that light trav- 
els 299,796 kilometers a second. Light would seem 
to have some chance of getting across the street 
before it was run over by an auto. 


ADD: STREET IMPROVEMENTS. 

(From the Albany Park, Chicago, Times.) 

Born, September 25, at the Swedish 
Covenant hospital, a baby girl to Mr. Ked- 
zie avenue. Maxe.. 


A MAN down in Florida tried fasting for his 
health. After forty-two days he died. We gather 
that his health was not improved. 


RECOMPENSE. 


And, knowing this, I should be comforted: 

The dearest poets only lived a little while, 
And Shakespeare with the rest. 

And Shelley’s angry tears fell often on a smile. 
The dearest poets only lived a little while. 


And Maiulton’s eyes were closed between the moon 
and sun. 

Burns drank life out like wine. 

And Browning raised his head because the world 
was won. 

But Milton’s eyes were closed between the moon 

and sun. 
And, knowing this, am I not comforted? 
CAMPASPE. 


THE WEALTH OF COOK COUNTY has been 
put down by the board of assessors at $4,072,885,- 
14465. There is an error in that. We recognized 
the 65 cents, but we hasten to tell the honorable 
board of assessors that they are 20 cents off. We 
spent 45 cents yesterday. 


PADDY O’TOOLE brought it in. He says he 
didn’t write it, and we believe him (if he had written 
it, he’d be shouting it from the housetops). He says 
he picked it up—on a crumpled piece of paper, un- 
signed and without a title—in a little Belgian sta- 
tion. We think it’s one of the loveliest things we 
ever read, and we’re giving it to you. If you know 
who wrote it, you can tell us if you want to, and you 
needn’t tell us if you don’t. It won’t make us like 
it any better to know. 


HEARD them praising this gray French country, 
Dotted with red roofs high and steep, 
With one gray church tower keeping sentry 
Over the quiet dead asleep. 
Gray rocks and grayer dunes, as gray as Duty, 
Gray sands where gray gulls flew, 
And I cried in my passionate heart, “They know 
not Beauty, 
Beloved, who know not you!” 


I heard them praising the gold of their stormy sunset, 
The pale moon’s path on, the sea, 
And I thought of your clouds, with their wild, mag- 
nificent onset— 
Your eagles screaming free; 
I thought of your mild, kind mountains, angel- 
bosomed, 
Quiet in dusk and dew. 
What flower of beauty that ever in Paradise blos- 
somed, 
Love, was denied to you? 


I thought of your pale green dawns and your gold 
day closes. 
Dear, I shall not forget 
Nights when your skies were full of the flying roses, 
Millions and millions yet, 
All your broad lakes and your rivers calm and 
gracious, 
Dear mountain glens I knew. 
When the trumpet of Judgment sounds and the 
world’s in ashes, 
I shall remember you. 


Remember—foretaste of Heaven you are, O Mother; 
By bog-lands brown and bare, 

Where every little pool i is the blue sky’s brother, 
Your wild larks spring in the air. 

Land of my heart, smiling I heard their praises, 
Smiling and sighing, too; 

I would give this gray French land for a handful of 

daisies 

Plucked from the heart of you. 
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BALLAD TO DENNIS KING. 


Jade and vagabond and pest 
In crooked street and brothel bold, 
Souls of sin and love distressed 
Would have stolen blesséd gold 
For kiss or sigh that brief endures 
As proverb rose or broken heart 
From your curving lip that lures 
The rakish swagger of your art! 


For head like yours upon their breasts, 
Their motley love to hold, 
Dames of Paris, east and west, 
Would have stolen blesséd gold. 
Villon would have stolen stars 
From the roofs of dark Montmartre 
To have flashed a trice of hours 
The rakish swagger of your art! 


Villon once as one possessed 
Willing to his tattered wold 

In testament that fame has blessed 
Would have stolen blesséd gold 

To have had to will his seurs 
A wink as sly, a wig as swart, 

A way of turning smart as yours, 
The rakish swagger of your art! 


Envoy 
Harlots, nuns, and ladies cold 
Would have stolen blesséd gold, 
Would have swooned from, as from dart, 
The rakish swagger of your art! 
Davin Sorror. 


THE FRENCH FRANC went down to forty for a 
dollar yesterday. It must cost about fifteen thou- 
sand francs now to get a dinner at Foyot’s. 


ENGLAND has ordered safety razors for the 
army and navy in place of the old-fashioned long- 
bladed razors. It’s too bad that now, when England 
has settled the Ireland question, rid herself of the 
bogey of German supremacy, and muddled through 
the coal strike, she’s got to worry about what to do 
with used razor blades. Gosh! life is just one damn 
thing after another. 


OUR DENTIST DOESN’T NEED THE MAN. 


{From the La Grange Citizen.] 


WANTED—SITUATION BY WHITE COUPLE. 
Man as butcher, woman as trained nurse. 


Will consider dentist or doctor’s office. Apply 
Box 38, Brookfield, Illinois. 2-4 





“MY GOOD WIFE,” says Jim Ferguson, speak- 
ing of Ma, who failed of reélection. The colonel 
says that any woman who permits her husband to 
refer to her as “ my good wife” ought to fail of re- 
election. 


FOUR OUT OF EVERY FIVE HAD IT EVEN 
THEN. 
Dick: I found this on an old tombstone down in 


Boston: 
HEZEKIAH BUTTERSFIELD. 


BORN NOVEMBER 20, 1608. 
DIED SEPTEMBER 10, 1682. 
AGE 74 YEARS 9 MONTHS 20 DAYS. 


We had just learned to love him 
When the angels took him home. 
SELAH, 


THE WEDDING of the sultan’s son in Morocco 
takes a whole week. Pooh, in that time an Amer- 
ican couple could meet, have a courtship, get mar- 
ried, take a honeymoon, and get a divorce. And: 
sometimes during that busy week there might be an 
intermission of five minutes during which the loving 
wife could take five or six pot shots at friend hus- 
band. 


A WEE LITTLE VERSE. 


A wee little knife, and a fork and a spoon 
Set out for adventure one day; 

And the fork and the spoon to the wee little mouth 
Of a wee little boy found their way. 


The wee little knife, left alone by the plate, 
Just felt that he’d wasted his life; 

For somebody’s mother had firmly announced 
That a boy mustn’t eat with his knife! 


“But never you mind,” said the wee little boy, 
“Tl use you to butter my bread; 
And I can’t do that with a fork or a spoon.” 
“God bless you! ” the little knife said. 
Marsoriz F. W. 


GOOD OLD Heuroutien Haracopian, the Arme- 
nian who ran a restaurant on Chicago avenue, is 
dead. How Heuroutien could cook! And how 
everybody praised his cooking! Heuroutien, who 
looked about eight feet high and fully as wide, would 
march in after the meal had been spread before the 
customer, and leaning on a gleaming butcher knife 
about as big as a cavalry sword, would say, “ How 
you lke theese food?” And everybody would 
always say with great promptness, “Oh, splendid! ” 


DUSK THICKENS. 


Now twilight comes again almost unheeded; 
Only a silent brightening of the moon 
(Which has been moving through the sky since 
noon). 
Only a shadow where the river, reeded 
And reed-reflecting, mirrors the green sky 
In less transparent silver, and shows blurred 
The sudden, passing shadow of a bird. 
Brertua Ten Eyck JamMgEs, 


A BED TIME STORRIE 
Fer Grown-Up Guys 


By SNOWSHOE AL. 

Reginald Rabbit wuz a salesman fer tha Deep 
Woods Carrot Kumpany. He kaim home every nite 
loaded with funny storries. On this particular nite 
Mrs. Rabbit herd him kumming along tha path 
laffing tuh hisself. ‘“ That bozo is loaded with more 
than storries this time,” sez she. “Good evening, 
deerie,” sez Reginald, halting in the doorway. All 
wise married guys allus halt in tha doorway. Tha 
cemetaries is full uv married salesmen wot have 
walked rite inter there homes without inkwiring if 
there wuz any fone calls fer them. “ Kum here till 
I smell yer breth! ” sez tha better seven-ates. “ Now, 
now, my deer,” sez Reginald. “I will admit——” 
“Yew needn’t,” sez tha squaw, “ yew are a haff hour 
late fer supper; I suppose yew wuz parked around 
sum switchboard, swapping fairy tales with Tha 
Voise With Tha Giggle.” “ Wuz there a fone call 
fer me?” sez Reginald, as he sat down at tha table 
an’ started padding his expense account. “YES!” 
sez tha wife, glaring at him. Reginald dropped tha 
subjickt immediately. “TI jist herd a swell storrie,” 
sez he. “ Keep it,” sez tha Ball an’ Chain; “yer 
storries is entirely too riskay, an’ if I ever hear yew 
telling eny uv them tuh little Feelix Pll put you 
wair tha visiting hours is from 6 tuh 8 p. m.” Jist 
then tha fone rung. Mrs. Rabbit slipped Reginald 
a dirty look an’ then went tuh answer it. Reginald 
stopped writing an’ put his hat on. “ Hullo,” sez 
tha wife; “oh, hullo, Maggie darling, etc., etc.” 
Reginald took his hat off an’ started writin’ again. 
Wen she wuz thru talking tha useless haff started 
tuh set tha table. Tha fone rang again. Reginald 
put his hat on. “ Hullo,” sez Mrs. Rabbit; “no, he 
aint home yet—yes, I’ll tell him yew called—Miss 
hoo?” “MAMA,” howled little Feelix, “MAMA! 
PAPA WENT OUT!” 


ILLUSION. 
The park; July. 
Children romping over the grass at play 
Form a line; as in another day 
Lads scarcely older ran: and plunged, to lie 
Forever underneath another sky. 
Tue Sortctror. 


THE ESTEEMED TRIB said yesterday that 
Mary Baker (who left Allister w. a. t. c.) was to 
be married in London to Boujidar Pouritch of 
Jugo-Slavia, and the w. k. Her-Ex announced that 
Mary was going to wed Lord Carmarthen. This, 
with all the rumors of other engagements that the 
newspapers have carried regarding Mary, carries 
her pretty well through Burke’s Peerage, and we 
don’t know what the newspapers will do unless they 
start at the A’s and begin all over again. 
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IN THE CATHEDRAL SHADOW. 


I can tell that rain has been beating on your hair, 
For it smells so sweet and falls so damp and fair; 


Why had you gone walking uncovered in the rain? 
Were your eyes too dry, or did your heart pain? 


Never matter now and what’s the use of talking, 
You're tired from the rain-beat and your long 
walking. 


Rest your lovely head there, for what could be the 
harm? 
Death will so soon hold you in her long, cool arm. 


And death is really nothing but dim gray laughter. 
You will know my kisses now as well as after. 


Enough that you have loved and felt a crimson pain! 
Enough that I had found you, walking in the rain! 
Devie Nay. 


A GUTENBERG BIBLE which cost $275,000 is 
being brought to New York. Well, we don’t believe 
they’ll read it any more than they do the one 
they’ve got. 


The Brute. 


R. H. L.: I throw my used razor blades around 
for the children to play with. Yes, I do, I must ad- 
mit it. My wife says so. “There you go throwing 
those nasty old razor. blades around for the chil- 
dren to play with.” I’m a mean guy. 

Y. T. Desat. 


IN SPITE of our street battles, Queen Marie is 
coming to Chicago. God save the Queen! 


What More Do You Want? 


R. H. L.: When I went to college wearing a 
man’s fraternity pin meant an engagement, but now- 
adays it just means necking privileges. 

Marie (not the Queen). 


“THE UNITED STATES has not kept a single 
promise it made at Versailles.”—Official report of 
French committee. No, darn it, and we’ve lost the 
cigaret lighters, which were the only things our sol- 
diers brought home from the war. 


SPRING MOODS. 


Oh, I’m in love with everything! 

And I’m in love with this new spring! 

And I’m in love with buttercups, 

And snuggling little wet-nosed pups, 

And crinkly chintz on windy panes, 

And fat, red birds, and April rains, 

And little boys and dirty knees, 

And stars that stumble into trees, 

And quick, brown brooks. ... Look, see that bit 

Of cloud? Why, I’m in love with it! 
Prerer Pan. 


10 


THE PRINCE OF WALES is going to move into 
Marlborough House. Well, David, we’re sorry for 
you. Falling off a horse isn’t very pleasant, but 
wait, my boy, ’til you move. Wait ’til you have to 
go back to the old flat after a lot of antique bottles 
and Stiegel glass things that’ve been forgotten, 
and you put ’em in your pocket so that people won’t 
know you’ve been turned into a moving van, and 
you slip down kerflop on the sidewalk—Oh, David, 
David, wait ’til you try to explain how everything 
got smashed. Still, Davy—you aren’t married. 
Pretty soft for you. 


THE MINSTREL’S FAREWELL. 
Richard, my liege, and you, my lords, 

Your goblets rest on the banquet boards: 

One last lay would I, prithee, sing— 

A song for my sweet. May the welkin ring! 


From fair Bordeaux to the Alderney Isles 
The white roads sweep for miles and miles, 
Towns come like beads on a rosary 

And cities are strung for an Ave Marie, 
Castles are many and seigniories 

Are thick as a cloverfield with bees. 
Through town and march have I sung my way, 
I, Blondin, the minstrel, de L’Isle de Né. 
In camp and leaguer I sang of love— 

I’ faith, my lords, I knew not thereof. 

When one must sing for his wine and meat, 
He sings what in every ear rings sweet; 
For all men dream of some demoiselle fair 
As a queen of beauty, rich robed in vair. 
And so I sang to knave and knight 

Of their ladies, fair as a king’s delight, 
Fairer than Dido or Helen the Greek, 

H’en Morgan le Fay—(with tongue i’ cheek; 
A gentle fancy, when all’s been said, 

That gave me viands in want of bread). 
But now, my lords, I shall sing no more; 
Only to her, forevermore, 

Who threw me a rose and pierced my heart 
Sore as a stag with a woodsman’s dart: 

T shall sing of her eyes, her nut-brown eyes, 
Bright as these gay October skies; 

A rondeau I'll sing of her silken hair 

As no queen has heard. By my troth, I swear, 
Her lips shall be known by a rose-red song 
Whose refrain will sigh in these rafters long; 
For from fair Bordeaux to the Alderney Isles 
The white roads sweep for miles and miles 
And maids are many in field and street, 

But not one can rival my lovely sweet. 


In all your duchies, my liege of France, 
Who is not serf to some demoiselle’s glance? 
Even a minstrel may feel the spell— 
My lords, I give you this night farewell. 
Le Mousquetaire. 
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CROWN PRINCESS JULIANA of Holland says 
she doesn’t care whether she becomes Queen of Hol- 
land ora lawyer. Well, Juliana, if you’re queen, you 
get to ride in all the parades and lay cornerstones 
and open live stock fairs; but if you’re a lawyer, the 
newspapers will always refer to you as “ the modern 
Portia,” and you'll get so darned tired of it that 
some day you'll go right over and jump into the 
Zuyder Zee. 


LOVELY LOUISE. 


With a devil-dashed broncho between her knees 
...O, didn’t you see our lovely Lowse? 


Louise was the string of a Montana bow. . . 

And she saddled her horse for the big rodeo; 

With her hair in the sky, with her hair in the wind 
She headed her horse where the corral gates grinned. 
I’ve heard her “ Hoo-ee” in the sob of the trees— 
O, didn’t you see our lovely Louise? 


She felt fire pitching from under her knees, 
And never pulled leather, our lovely Lowise. 
No woman could ride like Louise in the dawn: 
The coyotes watched her, but now they aregone .. . 
No round-up had known the red slash of her quirt— 
(The tenderfeet wept when they saw she was hurt; 
But little cared she for the pity of these— 
She came from Montana—our lovely Louise!) 


Her hoofs by the butte, and her cry in the breeze; 
The moon saw her riding, O lovely Louise. 


“ Good-by to Ole Paint and good-by to Montan’—” 

You'll believe that she laughed with the laugh of 
a man! 

O, that wicked Keno, his eyes they are white, 

And he trampled our lovely one there in our sight. 

I’ve sung her a dirge. And no one ever sees 

The dust of her riding, the smile of Louise. 


High clouds, they are broncs, and she'll ride 
all of these 
Back home to Montana, O lovely Louise! 
MacKinuay Kantor. 


BRUCE BARTON, in his Man Nobody Knows, 
says, “he would be a national advertiser today, I 
am sure, as he was the greatest advertiser of his 
own day.” And people get mad at us for saying 
George Washington made hard likker down at 
Mount Vernon. Dear Bruce, how do you get away 
with it? 

Souvenirs. 

R. H. L.: Passing down the corridor of the hotel, 
I overheard the following: 

HUSBAND (reading aloud notice on room door): 
“Have you left anything? ” 

WIFE: “ Oh, yes, dear, we might as well take that 
candlestick, too.” Boosits. 
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“THE POLITICIANS ARE in league with the 
gunmen,” declares the Better Government associa- 
tion. People nowadays are just saying the meanest 
things they can think of about the gunmen. 


TELEGRAMS from London say that Punch is 
going to stop the publication of liquor ads and that, 
beginning next year, it will be dry. There are many 
people who have thought it always was. 


UPON SEEING A SPRING 
TRAVEL POSTER. 


The chunk of Chinese paddles on the Yangtze— 
The lash of whirling spray at Waikiki— 

The Taj Mahal aglow beneath the moonlight— 
The romance of the East—and mystery. 


Oh, love, if only you and I could loiter 
Alone at last upon a holiday, 
The little traveled lanes we’d reconnoiter 
And push through crowds that throng the king’s 
highway. 
The dewy dawn would call us forth each morning 
With beck’ning breezes blowing through our hair; 
The fading dusk would die each night a-borning 
New stars around your head for you to wear. 
If only life would let us live it rightly 
I care not what the end might bring to me. 
’Twould be enough to know that we together 
Had gained from it one blissful memory. 


The chunk of Chinese paddles on the Yangtze— 
The lash of whirling spray at Waikiki— 
The Taj Mahal aglow beneath the moonlight— 
The romance of the East—and mystery. 
JAMIE. 


STICK AROUND. 


Dick: I was standing in front of The Trib build- 
ing yesterday morning when I noticed a car parked 
at the curb with a flat tire. “Pardon me,” says I 
to the Sweet Thing in front, “do you know you 
have a flat tire?” “Yes,” she said, with a sad 
smile, “I know. But I’m getting rid of him in a 
half hour.” Wottodo? Arvin tHe Booxksinper. 


“IF YOUR HUSBAND,” says an authority on 
home-making, “drops cigaret ashes on the rug, a 
wife should merely smile.” Indeed so, as it is highly 
probable that husband does not drop as many ciga- 
ret ashes on the rug as does Friend Wife. 


WE SHALL NEVER get over wondering why so 
many women marry Frank Lloyd Wright. 


Oh, the Nasty Thing! 

R. H. L.: You might like Doris and you might 
not. I'll tell you this much about her. She’s the 
kind of girl who is always peering about anxiously 
for a spade so she can call it that. WILLIAM. 
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GROWN-UP TEA PARTY. 


I love to go to grown-up teas, 
Where people buzz like bumblebees, 
And I can eat queer nuts and cheese, 
Or tiny cakes 
The baker makes, 
Or almost anything I please. 


My mother’s friends are very gay, 
And have such lots of things to say, 
It’s just like going to a play: 
“Why, how are you, 

‘And how are you, 
And how are you, my dear, today? ” 


My smile is quiet and polite, 
But when we walk home through the night, 
I hold my mother’s hand so tight! 
I’m glad her friends 
Are Just Pretends! 
“Oh, mother,.see! Our nursery light!” 
QUEEN OF THE SUBURBS. 


NEXT MONDAY she comes and Mayor Jimmy 
Walker of New York will say a few well chosen 
words and the bands will march in front of her up 
Broadway playing “Sweet Marie.” Something 
priceless may be expected from New York, but 
nothing can approach Mrs. Hylan’s remark to the 
Queen of Belgium, “ Queen, you said a mouthful.” 


TARNISHED SILVER. 


The day was tarnished silver, cold. 
We stood beside a twisted tree. 
There were no sounds except the words 
You said to me, 


There’s no place I may lay me down 
Since those reluctant words were hurled 
Except on sharp-edged pieces of 
My shattered world. 
JENNIFER Lorn. 


JUST BEFORE you, your majesty, is the statue of 
Liberty. And as you travel about America, Marie, 
you will notice a great difference between our statues 
and our statutes. 


Oswald! That Will Do. 

R. H. L.: Marie NottheQueen’s assertion that 
wearing a man’s fraternity pin stands just for neck- 
ing privileges is grossly exaggerated. Whoever saw a 
co-ed wearing fifteen or twenty frat pins? 

OswaLp or WESLEYAN. 


LORD GREY told the boys at Epsom that if they 
would walk more they would live longer. And some 
day, boys, after an auto passes over you, look up 
quick and catch the number. We bet it will be Lord 
Grey’s car. 
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MARY. 


We didn’t see Alice of Old Vincennes when we 
were down there, but’ we did see Mary of Old Vin- 
cennes. And we liked Mary much better, because 
sweet Alice always gave us a pain in the neck, 
(The next time we meet an Indiana author we will 
deny this or blame it on S. L.) 

Mary of Old Vincennes makes hook rugs and 
raises vegetables for the élite of the city. She is a 
queer, old fashioned soul, and she wears black taffeta 
waists with leg o’ mutton sleeves, and her faded blue 
cotton skirts sweep the ground. Whenever Mary, 
in her neat but archaic gown, goes into Vincennes, 
bare kneed flappers grow pale underneath their 
coating of rouge and fly screaming down the street. 

Mary talks in the high, shrill voice of the Hoosier 
pioneer. She’s bought her little house and the small 
farm attached out of her savings, and, by heck, she 
owns a Ford, in which she rides proudly about on 
Sunday. We asked Mary why she didn’t take vegeta- 
bles to town in the Ford; we almost got turned out 
of the house. 

Mary has a philosophy of living that’s all her own. 
“There’s only two real things in life,” said she, 
“ eatin’ and sleepin’; everything else is jes’ habit.” 

And perhaps Mary of Old Vincennes is right at 
that. 


THE ENCHANTED GARDEN. 


The briar rose in your garden 
Grew on a prickly stalk, 

Yet seemed quite tired of growing. . 
And puritanic talk. 


The plum trees were of silver, 
A prim row near the walk, 

Small and boxed and plumless .. . 
From puritanic talk, 


Now silver trees bend over 
With purple plums and blue, 
And the briar rose loves to eavesdrop 
The words I speak to you! 
Davin Sorror. 


’Twould So Seem. 


R. H. L.: Russell Scott bumps off one and gets 
the rope. Durkin eases two across the Great Divide 
and draws thirty-five years. Moral: Don’t be a piker. 

Noman’s Son. 


Looking Backward. 

RHL: A middle aged Dubuquer, an old friend 
of mine, is visiting here in New York. He men- 
tioned that he had been to “ Abie’s Irish Rose ” last 
night. In surprise I said: “I thought you had 
seen that before?” He replied: “Well, I just 
wanted to see if they had changed it any since I 
was a boy.” Jazeo oF Otp DusuQuz. 


15 


STARS. 
L. 

If they would only let us see the stars 

As friendly twinkling eyes in heaven’s face, 
Kindly and intimate, not very large 

Nor in such unimaginable space ; 
Or as the glistening diamond-dust of dew 

Upon the pleasant meadows of the sky; 
Or as the silver lace upon the gowns 

Of gentle maids who smilingly pass by; 


Or as the notes of music written o’er 
An ample staff where all might see and sing 
Like choristers who read a common score— 
They would seem very close and comforting. 
But when with labored art some meddling sage 
Reckons the orbit of each separate star, 
Tells of light-years, and calculates their age, 
They are too old, too monstrous, and too far. 


Stunned with immensity and drunk with space, . 
Bewildered pilgrim in a world too wide, 
I seek the shelter of some narrow place 
Where things of frail and timid beauty hide: 
A rocky tidal pool wherein a hand 
Ruthlessly dipped would be a blow of fate; 
The print of wind-waved grass-tips on the sand 
A careless gesture might obliterate. 


How shall I live with all these million suns 
Circling the universe in fiery rings— 
I who am content to contemplate 
The quiet beauty of the smallest things? 
For I can never feel myself at home 
Beneath a roof a billion miles above, 
Or wholly happy underneath a dome 
So much too vast for humble hearts to love. 
BERNARD. 


ANOTHER WOMAN has beaten the men’s rec- 
ord in swimming the Channel. But then, of course, 
the Channel is not nearly so wide as it used to be. 
Mutual hatred of Uncle Shylock has drawn France 
and England much nearer together. 


WEALTHY SCOFFLAWS won’t serve cocktails 
now until they have their stuff tested by an expert, 
says The Trib. We always thought they tried it on 
the butler and if he died then the gin wasn’t good 
for cocktails. 


AND WHERE INDEED? 
R. H. L.: Yessir, there’s no place like home. 
Where else can a fellow trust the hash? 
Hersie Far. 


J. KRISHNAMURTI, the new Messiah of the 
Theosophists, is said to be able to work miracles. 
He will be in Chicago Saturday and a movement is 
on foot to ask him if he can make the radio sta- 
tions stop playing Valencia, 
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SONGS FOR HONEYSWEET. 


Ihr Miitterchen. 
Against a background of snow 
And the mountains of her native land, 
An artist would paint her so, 
And a poet would understand. 


A poet would somehow know 

All that the long years had brought 
Hopes born, doomed never to grow 
The beauty that came unsought. 


And of you, the cherished one. 
The last, and the youngest born, 
Her crystal girl, her vision 
Of a bygone Alpine morn. 
Pirrror. 


AND, MARIE—if you don’t mind—the line, “ I 
am simply dumfounded as I gaze at your wonder- 
ful country,” is in the Cannery, Jar No. 324. Don’t 
use it. 


WE LEFT A tiny little gas flame under the coffee 
pot yesterday and when we got home we found it 
had taken two chemical companies, a hook-and-lad- 
der company, a hose company, and an engine to put 
it out. It is highly probable that our household 
knows more about Stiegle glass and comb-back 
Windsors than it does about housekeeping. But at 
that we are bearcats on baked beans and Boston 
brown bread. 


We’ve Often Wondered. 


R. H. L.: He was explaining the points of interest 
to the visitor. In crossing Boul Mich they nar- 
rowly avoided a calamity by deftly jumping from 
in front of a taxi. “That’s one thing,” said the 
stranger, “I can’t understand. Why does an up-to- 
date city have such old, dented taxicabs?” “ Those 
aren’t dents,” was the retort, “those are notches.” 

WINDY. 


COMPENSATION. 


For every flower that fades another grows, 

And there’s a song for every dream that’s dead, 
So if I cannot have a yellow rose, 

Maybe Ill take this one of flaming red; 


And if I cannot have a lover like you, 

With eyes of amber brown and golden hair, 

Perhaps this laughing, blue-eyed lad will do; 

I’m sure tomorrow I'll find him just as fair. 
Maninyn, 


MR. TERRY DRUGGAN, the eminent young 
bootlegger, collected three million dollars on out- 
of-town beer shipments in 1923 and 1924. We think 
it safe to say that even Scott McBride and other 
prominent drys are no stancher admirers of the 
Volstead Act than the w. k. Mr. Druggan. 
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F’EVVEN’S SAKE! WE HEARD IT WAS 
TONSILLITIS. 


Dictated but not written: 

“Tnasmuch as Mr. Jones is unable to say when 
he will be able to get out, I will be pleased to help 
all I can during his confinement.” 

Now, I ask you—what’s a poor stenographer going 
to do in a case like that? K. K. 


BABE RUTH is going to ask $150,000 from the 
Yankees next year. And there are some misguided 
American boys who still want to be President. 


ARMISTICE. 


Always there is this wall, this wall around you, 
Which never a word or glance of mine may scale; 
A hundred times I’ve said that I have found you, 
Only to stumble suddenly, and fail. 
There is some dim recess—some secret hollow 
Of your soul’s fortress which I may not gain, 
Wherein you go, and where I may not follow, 
But must forever beat against in vam .... 


Yet, for this hour, and at this gleaming table, 
’ Whereon your beauty throws an added glow, 
I call a halt. I have outstripped the rabble. 
I am content to know you as I do. 
Behold, stout Cortez, standing with his men 
Silent upon a peak in Darien! 
GerorcE CARROLL. 


TWENTY-ONE GUNS were fired as Queen Marie 
entered New York harbor. “ Goodness! ” exclaimed 
Marie, who reads the papers, “this must be Chi- 
cago.” 


You Should of Had Ladies. 


And so, Dick, a big bozo came over to our table 
and says you ain’t got no ladies, and we says no we 
ain’t got no ladies, and he says well you can’t stay 
here, and then I says who the hell says we can’t stay 
here, and the next thing we was riding around in a 
taxi and after I got things right I says to Al gosh 
Al that stuff musta had a awful wallop and Al says 
I'll say he did. WESTON TAYLor. 


CAL lost his coat in Chicago. New York papers 
will be sure to insist it was his shirt. 


GHOSTS 


When you inevitably think to bring 
Me flowers for a fragrant Valentine 

I can’t forget a rain-and-tear-wet spring— 
And sudden kisses that, as yet, are mine. 


You fondly smile, when smiles were breathless-sweet ; 
Your careful words give no emotion-sign ; 
I say my thanks quite coolly and discreet, 
Remembering an early Valentine. 
Heten GILier. 
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MICHIGAN BOULEVARD 


on a rainy night. 


I shall love this glistening street, 
Dim with golden blur, 

Like a road to Beauty’s house, 
Calling me to her. 


No one tells which house is hers, 
Why or how she came, 

But I know she walks tonight 
Down this street of flame, 


Wan and tired and wistful-eyed. 
Though we'll never meet, 
’Tis enough that once we two 
Shared a golden street. 
JESSICA POWERS. 


WE WERE over there the other night to dinner, 
and everybody had to tell a story or stand in the 
corner and Lily told this yarn. Now, don’t say 
youve heard it, for nobody cares if you have. It 
isn’t told for you. It’s told for those who haven’t 
heard it. There was a man who wanted to join a 
club, but he had a suspicion that maybe one or two 
of the members might blackball him; but, anyhow, 
he was determined to try. So he got a friend to 
put him up. The morning after his name was before 
the club for membership the man hunted up his 
friend and said hopefully, “ Did I make it?” The 
friend shook his head sadly and murmured, “ You 
were blackballed.” “How many blackballs did I 
get?” asked the man. “ How many?” replied the 
friend. “How many blackballs did you get? Say, 
did you ever see a plate of caviar? ” 


How Annoying! 

R. H. L.: When I blow the horn on my ear it’s 
because 1 want people to get out of the way; but 
every time I blow it a lot of girls step out to the 
curb—daiu ’em! Hersip Fart, 


HARASSED. 


Wherever I go Death surely comes behind me, 
Pressing me cruelly into life, across 

The passionate goal, forbidding that I pause 

With my desire: No place but Death will find me— 
For if my eyes seek beauty, light will blind me, 
And always must fulfillment turn to loss; 

Nor will love, even, stay my flight, because 

It is too brief, too willing to unbind me. 


And there is pain, that waxes pale, and wrath, 

Flouting its empty antics—there is laughter 

That hurls a shadowy echo back to me.... 

Life is a mad descent, a headlong path 

I follow breathlessly, and Death comes after, 

And whips my heels, and will not let me be. 
Georce H. Ditton. 
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STARS. 
IL. 


It was a passing timid mood—the thought 
About the terror of too vast a sky; 
A momentary cowardice that fought 
Against a sense of space too wide and high; 
Perhaps a strange inverted vertigo 
Which, looking up, felt dizziness and fear; 
Perhaps a clinging to the things below, 
So small, so safe, so infinitely dear. 


There is a matchless and a boundless charm 
In. beauties closer than the distant skies— 

The world that can be circled with an arm, 
Infinities condensed within two eyes, 

The shelter of a low room, candle-lit, 
Felicity all focused in one spot. 

What far-flung splendors can compare with it, 
What grandeur satisfy, if this does not? 


But life is made of mingled great and small, 
Conflicting urges, strange antenomies ; 
Of following duty’s low, insistent call, 
And seeking freedom under spacious skies, 
Of looking in and down to precious things 
In precious places guarded by love’s bars; 
And looking out and up with wonderings 
And yearnings to the mountain and the stars. 


So, to the tiny, quiet pool the surge 

Of rising tides shall bring a deeper peace. 
Let wave pour into it again, and merge 

Its quietness with all the untamed seas. 
And, if the house be narrow, let it be 

One that looks out on mountains yet untrod. 
Let there be windows opening on the sea. 

Let there be stars above. Let there be God. 

BERNARD. 


CHARLEY DAWES sat and smiled while Senator 
Pat Harrison called him a modern Don Quixote. 
Charley smiled because he was thinking that Don 
Quixote fought with windmills. 


They’re Hunting for One. 

R. H. L.: Please tell us: Who are these HOME 
GIRLS the perspiring reporter meets up with every 
once in awhile, anyway? ORACLE. 

“FARMER’S DOLLAR now worth only 83 cents.” 
—W.G.N. We negotiated for an overcoat yester- 
day. We decided our dollar was worth only 53 
cents. Wish we had been born a farmer, 


WHAT PRICE GLORY! 
(Ad in Antiques for July.) 
AMERICAN DISTINGUISHED SERVICE 
CROSS; French Legion d’Honneur, Chevalier, 
with gold center; French Croix de Guerre, with 
palm; Belgium Croix de Guerre; Italian War 
Cross; Egyptian Khedive’s Star. This collec- 
tion for $45. Sydney Thorpe, Detroit, Mich. 
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KANSAS NOTES. 


—John Sullivan of Tauy neighborhood had a cow 
to die on him Thursday morning. 


—The detour on the South Main street road, 
which has been closed for repairs, has itself been 
closed for repairs and a sub-detour has been estab- 
lished past the old Jennings place. 


—The campaign to purchase a new right arm for 
the statue of Justice on top the Courthouse hag 
been abandoned, as its head has fallen off. 


—The voting contest conducted by the Chamber 
of Commerce to select an official city flower has 
ended in favor of the Hollyhock, and the Idlewild 
Greenhouse has placed an order for one, which is 
expected to be on display soon, 


—Mr. and Mrs. Ulysses Grant Jones announce 
the birth of a 9-pound son, who has been named 
Calvin Coolidge Jones. 

—The La Petite Little Theater club will present 
“Lady Windermere’s Fan” and the third act of 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” at the opera house next Fri- 
day. 

—No. 8 was on time Tuesday. j. p. h. 


“ALL EARTHLY ILLS,” wrote Jimmy Bennett 
yesterday, quoting M. Alexandre Dumas, “ yield to 
time and silence.” Well, James, you have forgot- 
ten the income tax. 


SONNET. 


Peace, peace. These are the lips he bruised. 
This is the heart that cries defiantly 

That beat so hard against his heart when we 
Drew breath together quickly as we used 

The flying moment—when the net was loosed 
That bound us helpless and would presently 
Hold us again—stolen and sweet and free, 
Knowing love was the flame and we were fused. 


Peace, crying heart, that asks for love again. 

Live fully what is left for you in life. 

Forget the ecstasy you knew together, 

Forget the sleepy wakenings, the pain 

Of hungry beauty fed by every weather, 

When memory is a twisting of the knife. 
Nancy Suores. 


DEAR MARIE, we'll try to explain. Now, take 
our national hymn, “Oh, say, can you see?” You 
don’t understand why we Americans should be con- 
tinually asking each other, “ Oh, say, can you see? ” 
Which shows, Marie, that you have never had a 
big, man-sized drink of hootch, or white mule, or 
twenty year old Andy Jackson bourbon made day 
before yesterday in a Chicago basement. After you 
have sampled the spuritous liquor we have in the 
U. S. A., Marie, you will know why our national 
song starts off, “ Oh, say, can you see? ” 
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THE DUKE TAKES THE B&C TO A CABARET 


Deer Dick: We took the ma-in-law to a cabaret 
lass night, an’ I wanna tell you I’m sorry I did’n buy 
a house an’ lot instead. The only diffrunce between 
those places an’ a outside stickup is they don’t take 
furs ‘an’ joolry. Can you imagine payin’ a buck 
fer a bowl of common ice? I wuz thinkin’ it’s a 
dam good thing there ain’t no imported ice, wich I 
s’pose would be about 3% bucks. I certainly feel 
sorry fer the owners; just think, ev’ry time a guy 
orders a pint of ginger-ale they only get $1.50, and 
their losses on American cheese sandwiches at 5c 
a throw must be tremendous. A guy by the name 
of Reserved wuz gonna occupy all the good tables, 
but it seems he did’n show up, so after a few hours 
the head waiter gave us one of the tables, wich he 
explained four times wuz the best table in the 
place. From now on I will never occupy a ringside 
seat again if the B. and C. is with me. A dumb 
blond, who I use to know in the old days, and who 
I think had a few under her belt, stops in front of 
our table, an’ after finishing a song something about 
“Mamma’s Got Blues” she pipes up with, “ Well! 
If it ain’t the old Dookie himself.” They should 
teach that birdie the song, “ Old Acquaintance Should 
Be Forgot.” I explained the incident by tellin’ the 
folks that I know her frim wen her mother use to 
wash for us, wich goes over with the ma-in-law, but 
the B. and C. says, “ We will go into the matter 
more thoroughly wen we get home.” After getting 
the check, wich they make by crossing a R. R. time 
table with a Chinese laundry ticket, I left a buck 
on the plate for the waiter. He said, “ Thank you,” 
but the look on his face said, “ Drop dead.” After 
giving the guy 2 bits for opening the car door the 
dam thing wocd’n start, and I wished I would of 
kept the money an’ given him the car instead. 

Duxe Baxrak. 


PLL GO TO CAMELOT. 


Pll go to Camelot. I'll go to Crete. 

You'll live forever on this small street. 

Pll wear silken robes ... gay colors spilled. 
You'll wear the palest things . . . soft things, frilled. 
I'll know many men, strange men and wild, 

Yow'll know but one man and bear his child. 


You will bring peacefulness .. . bake little tarts, 
I'll bring inquietude. Strange things—hearts! 
H.S. 


PRINCE CAROL says he gave up his throne for 
the right to own his soul. Ah, he did not; isn’t he 
arranging to get married again? 


“PERSONALITY of James A. Patten of Evans- 
ton is assessed on a valuation of $350,000."—W. G. 
N After they read that, people are going to stop 
going around bragging about how much personality 
they’ve got. 
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PEARLS FOR SOME ONE. 


Into a chalice wrought of dreams 
Golden and buoyant and true, 

I have been dropping a long time 
Pearls to be given to you. 


Pearls that are songs and poems, 
Round little thoughts you shall wear 
In a chain to be gently woven 
With the fragrance of your hair. 


For ever along the high roads, 
Through all the little hours, 

I find new things to tell you 
Hidden among the flowers. 


But under the stars I’m lonesome, 
Somehow my dreams lie stilled— 
Fearful I shall not find you, 
And all these pearls be spilled! 
Cotorabo Pers. 


LADY DOROTHY MILLIS has returned from her 
travels in the wilds and startled London by saying 
that wives cost $60.in Liberia. Oh, my dear, it isn’t 
the cost of ’em; it’s the upkeep. 


ARMY AIR EXPERTS announce a new camera 
which they say can take a picture through the 
thickest smoke. Pittsburgh now has hopes of getting 
photographs made of its public buildings. 


CRY OF THE HEART. 


O God, unto Thine altar I would bring 

One song of Thee, fit for Thy chorrs to sing, 

Not prayer but pean! Music I have wrought 

For love, friendship, and beauty, but have brought 

No hymn to Thee who gav’st me voice and word. 

Shall I remain a stricken songless bird 

Before Thee? Oh, must all my worship be 

Only a mute and yearning ecstasy? 

God leans and comforts: “ Child, I hear thy cry 

And take it for thy song. Be cheered thereby.” 
ADELAIDE P. Lovs. 


CHIEF COLLINS says that in order to frustrate 
bandits one must not, when traveling around at 
night, carry any more money than necessary. Oh, 
chief, we don’t carry any more than that, not even 
in daytime, and generally not that much. 


Art for Art’s Sake. 


R. H. L.: I dropped into a little Spanish chili 
house this evening, and the proprietor, having just 
returned from a native wedding, proceeded to tell 
me about it. “Such peeano music I have never be- 
fore heard!” I was immeasurably touched by the 
appreciation of this simple man for great music. 
“Yes,” he continued, “such a peeano! I bet you I 
put in fifty nickels myself.” I choked on a tamale. 

Tue Parasits. 
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A JUMP AND A HALF BEHIND. 


We laugh “ha ha” with a carefree mind, 
Spring’s only a jump and a half behind; 
We feel so good and sweet and kind; 

Spring’s only a jump and a half behind. 


So let’s be happy and jolly and gay, 
And cheer that old Winter has gone away; 
So now all together, “ Hooray, hooray!” 
Spring’s a jump and a half behind. 


Old Winter was cold, but we don’t mind, 
Spring’s only a jump and a half behind. 
New joys in every day we find, 

Spring’s only a jump and a, half behind. 


The little birds sing sweet with glee, 

The green leaves flutter on the tree, 
The Rush Street worm tipped his hat to me, 
Spring’s a gump and a half behind. 


Suppesin’? 

Sir: Now supposin’ little Guy was coming down 
the stairs some bright and cheerful morning. And 
Mr. Stillman should happen along. And in his 
absent-minded way should remark: “ And whose lit- 
tle boy are you?” Gapprr, 713. 


MARY GARDEN says she’s tired of it all, tired 
of it all, and she is going into some nice, quiet 
gray stone convent where she can rest and think and 
smoke cigarets and lead her own life. Mary’s all 
mixed up. She thinks a convent is something like 
Tom Taggart’s hotel down at French Lick Springs. 


THIS WEEK the people who want the country 
to stay dry will appear before the Senate committee. 
We came pretty near going down to the station yes- 
terday to see the bootleggers’ special trains starting 
off for Washington. 


SONG FOR OLD AGE. 


And there it ended quietly— 
The road I followed long, 
Only the stars above the bush 
And touch of breeze in song; 
It’s toe and heel and toe and heel... 
Let others take the tune, 
For there the road ends quietly— 
Aye, lad, it ends too soon! 


Never you mind their beckoning, 
Those ghosts against the sky ... 
Nor turn your ear to fluted songs 
That ride the young winds by; 
It’s stop a bit and rest abit... 
The young will take the tune, 
For here old age comes quietly— 
Aye, lad, it comes too soon! 
Donrarran. 
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THE YIDDISHER DUMBBELL AND THE 
LANGER LENZ. 


Mister: You say spring is only a jump and a half 
behind. Maybe you got right, but even so, don’t 
think yourself everybody glads himself over it. By 
the poets spring is fine, but by the farmer there give 
better year-times. By us in the home, when a 
bauer would say “hard times,” he says “a long 
spring”; or, like it is in German, “langer lenz.” 
There one does not say he saves for a rainy day; 
one says instead that he puts something away for a 
“ Janger lenz.” 

It gives a story about a langer lenz which my 
Rosie read once in a book. Could she remember 
what book, I would tell you its name. And you 
could read the meisa for yourself. But, leider, she 
forgot, so if you should come to this story, I must 
tell it to you. 

Thomasz was always putting away for the langer 
lenz. When Telka, his frau, wanted something for 
the house, or the kinder, or herself, or even that 
Thomasz should buy for himself something, he al- 
ways said: “It were better, yes, we should put the 
money away for the langer lenz.” And because Telka 
was as good as she was dumb, Thomasz had always 
his way. But lots of times Telka wished herself: 
“Oh, that only the langer lenz would come, so that 
after that we could buy sometimes something.” 

And so it fell for that there come once a long 
young man to Telka’s house, saying he was a shoe- 
maker geselle from Raab, and the Herr Polizei Com- 
missioner sent him there for dinner. Dinner over, 
he bethanked himself nicely and got himself ready 
to go further on his way. Only then did Telka re- 
member herself from something. 

“ Dummkopf what I am, I never even asked your 
name so I can tell it to my man, which left early 
in the morning to go to the market.” 

“ My name,” answered the geselle, “stands here 
written,’ and he showec it to her, on the vender- 
book—Johann Lenz. 

“ What,” said Telka, looking on him from foot to 
head, “ are you maybe the Langer Lenz? ” 

“So the other gesellen call me,” he answered. 

“Then wait a minute,” she said, leaving him, to 
come back soon with a little bundle. “ Here, take 
this. For years already my man puts it away for 
you, saying always, ‘ It is for the Langer Lenz.’ How 
glad he will be you got it endly already.” 

But when Thomasz came home——! 

CxHyaAM HirscH. 


“SO THAT they might enjoy unrestrained truth,” 
said Mr. Liveright, the w. k. publisher to the intelli- 
gentsia, “ Mrs. Liveright and I permit our children 
to view us in the nude.” We are afraid if we were a 
Liveright child we would rather go to Mister Ring- 
ling’s circus. 
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MY HOUSE. 


If ever you come to my house 
(As you are passing near), 
You will find a box outside the door, 
Leave there your hate and fear. 
Put in your cynical wisdom, 
Your cunning and your guile, 
You may come in with grief or sin, 
Or with an honest smile. 


If ever you enter my house 
(Don’t pass, but step inside), 

You will find a hook behind the door, 
Hang there your cloak of pride. 

And your mantle of self-righteousness, 
You will not need them here, 

For the hearth is warm against the storm 
And aglow with friendly cheer. 


Take off the mask of your pretense 
And put it on the shelf, 
And, good or bad, or merry or sad, 
Be your genuine self. 
You need not feign a ghastly mirth 
If you have cause to weep, 
Or hide your shame, or tell your name, 
Or talk if you would sleep. 


And when you go from my house 
(Yours as much as mine), 
Where all is frank and friendly 
And nothing grand or fine, 
After an hour’s rare luxury 
Of being your simple self, 
You will leave your pride, forgot, inside, 
And your mask upon the shelf. 
Ep STONE. 


RUTH BRYAN OWEN, daughter of the late Wil- 
liam Jennings Bryan, is going to run for congress. 
We remember when Ruth was a little girl out in 
Lincoln, Nebraska, and we were out there as a re- 
porter when the news of her father’s second defeat 
for the Presidency was coming in. Ruth ran half 
a block to catch a street car one day and when she 
clambered aboard she gasped: “ Well, thank good- 
ness, there’s one member of the Bryan family that 
can run for something and get it!” 


FOR RUDOLPH VALENTINO. 


I. 
Men gazed upon him as he danced and loved, 
And saw in him the things that they were not, 
And envy bred in them a mock contempt. 

I. 
Men look upon him now, so still and cold, 
And see in him the things that all men are 
And, shamefaced, give him over meed of praise. 

Miss Mack. 
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FROM A VERY YOUNG MAN. 


I would not have a sweetheart who, while she slept, 
Looked unlike Psyche disarranged; and I 
Would want her to have gentle hair that lay 
In dim curls on the pillow, and her sweet_eyes 
Must turn to me like pansies with their faces 
Pressed against the moon. And I would find 
Her soft mouth, warm with sleepy languor, close 
To mine, as if she answered my long kisses 
With gentle, sleepy ones, found in the corners 
Of her dreams... . 

CaMPASPE. 


MR. AMUNDSEN tells Norway that the North 
Pole is in the center of a sea, so that no nation 
can claim it, which proves that Mr. Amundsen 
knows a great deal about exploring, but just prac- 
tically nothing at all about nations. 


A Fable. 


The Plot of one of Conrad’s novels (any one of 
them) was mooching along in its customary Leisure- 
ly Manner. “ My Gawd,” complained the Plot in 
Annoyed Tones, “Just Look at them Snails Whiz 
by!” Patient. 


YES, YES, GO ON! 


{Relayed from the W. G. N. by W. O, C€.] 












FOR SALE—5 RM. STUCCO RESIDENCE AT 

315 14th-st., Wilmette; 37 ft. lot, 2 pchs., 
furn, ht.; $2,300 cash; price $9,000; poss. 
at once. See this Monday or Tuesday. Busi- 
ness rea. Owner loving on south side. 


TWO THOUSAND eight hundred dollars stolen 
from the mails have been found hidden in an ac- 
cordion. We always knew that accordions had some 
use in the world. 


REMEMBRANCE. 


You ask that I remember you, 

And fear I may forget. 
I cannot tell—nor understand, 

My friend, why you should set 
Such value on remembering, 

That you should sigh—and yet— 


If so you must remembered be, 
A secret I'll betray: 

It is the lips that will not kiss 
A maid must love alway; 

—So turn your eyes, and turn your hands, 
And turn your lips away! 


For if I give my heart to you, 
And if I take your kiss, 
Remember and remember, love, 
That I remember this: 
—I once knew eyes that would not burn, 
And lips refusing bliss! 
Buy D. 
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BACK TO CHI. 


San Juan and Paris and Tetuan 
Are the names of towns I know, 
Raykjavik, north of the Arctic line, 

And Oslo, just below,— 
A week, perhaps, or a day in each 
Is enough, and then I go. 


Sou’easterly or west by south, 
Where the cargo steamers run, 

Or nor’-nor’east, a quarter east, 
To the land of the midnight sun, 

T follow a wake in the eye o’ the moon 
On a cruise that is never done. 


But now and then, of a lonely night, 
As the stars go slipping by, 

I feel the call of a town that’s mine, 
An’ the fog gets in my eye; 

Then, whether I’m here or whether I’m there, 
I want to go back to Chi. 


Oh, Andalusian skies are blue, 
An’ the roses there are sweet, 

But I long for the smell of the burning bone 
From the Yards on Halsted Street, 

An’ the sky that’s over Michigan Lake 
Is a sky that can’t be beat 


There’s girls of the Riff in Tetuan 
That thrill hike an August moon, 

There’s blondes on the shore o’ the Baltic sea 
With cheeks like a rose in June, 

But there’s none so fair as the girls I’ve seen 
On the Wrigley Bridge at noon. 


So eastward ho! for the desert sands 
Where the Afric sun is high, 
And south to the ice-bound smoking Horn, 
Where the holuschickies ery— 
The wise guy goes an’ he sees them all 
An’ then comes back to Chi. 
SrEaMeEr. 


“ COOLIDGE PLEADS for Latin Friendship.”— 
Chicago Daily News. Well, Cal, you're simply 
going to waste your breath, so far as high school 
students are concerned. 


Cheap at Any Price. 

RHL & CO. EUREKA! One pint of dollar 
moon plus one pint of twobuck gin; drop used 
razor blades in mixture. Try on a Mencken fan. 
If it kills him (the fan, not Mencken) the razor 
blades will have dissolved. THe Garuic Kina. 


YOUNG STRIBLING’S bride cheered him on to 
victory when he fought Mr. Slattery by calling to 
her hero, “Fight him off his feet!” We like Mrs. 
Fitzsimmons’ war cry better: “ Hit ’im in the slats, 
Bob! Hit ’im in the slats!” 
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MEMORIAL DAY—1918. 


“Does that lousy music sit up all night? 
He’s tootin’ his horn and it ain’t daylight! 
Back here in billets they might let us sleep 
Stead o’ herdin’ us round like a flock of sheep. 
What the hell’s the date?—The thirtieth of May! 
Christ! Back in the States it’s Decoration Day! ” 


“ Hit the deck, you bums, we’re goin’ in today!” 


“This damn pack’s felt like it weighed a ton 
For the last ten miles. Say, look at the sun 
Come up. Back home I'll bet granddad 
Is tellin’ the world ’bout the fights he’s had 
With Sherman and Meade ’gainst the rebs in gray 
And how war was then and what it ain’t today.” 


“Close up them ranks, d’ye think it’s a holiday!” 


“Hey, Buddie, throw me a bandolier; 
My last clip’s gone and them Jerries ’re near. 
Say, don’t that shrapnel yell and screech 
Just like a congressman makin’ a speech? 
The top and the skipper’s both gone west— 
Here we go now—let’s strafe that nest.” 


“YVow’re all right, kid; it’s just a slug in the chest!” 
Lm MousqQusEtAIReE. 


HANK MENCKEN was arrested yesterday for 
selling a copy of the April Mercury in Boston. You 
see, Massachusetts has barred the sale of the April 
Mercury because a story in it “is immoral and unfit 
for publication.” In that case, Massachusetts did 
right. If the grand old state of Massachusetts had 
not acted promptly, we might have read that dis- 
gusting story ourself. Oh, we blush to think of it. 
Now we are warned! And saved! We know we are 
saved, for when we heard the news about Hank’s 
being pinched we. galloped around to six book stores, 
but we couldn’t get a single copy of the April 
Mercury. Somebody must have read the afternoon 
newspapers before we did. 


Some Waiters Have No Sense of Humor. 
RHL: Nowadays, a fellow who confidently winks 
at the waiter and orders ginger ale is taking an 
awful chance—he’s likely to get just what he or- 
dered. HERBLOCK. 


A WOMAN'S place is in the channel. 


THE ATTEMPT to kill Mr. Mussolini was made 
~ at Bologna. “It’s just that,” said Mr. Mussolini, 
brushing off his coat. 


TREMENDOUS APPLAUSE. 
(From the Berrien County Record of Buchanan, Mich.) 
Besides the usual good sermon, Rev. Mat- 
thews sang a solo Sunday, “I will arise and 
go home,” which was appreciated by the 
congregation. SHADROE, 
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AN OLD RAIL FENCE. 


You crawl in cubist curves atop the hill; 

Gray lichen and green moss make serpent spots 
On each component rail and tie until 

With passing years it slowly rots. 


Soon from the landscape you will disappear, 
No longer to remind the passing crowd 

Of the rail-splitting, hardy pioneer, 
Whose hardiness your rotting rails enshroud. 


When your strange crookedness by barbéd wire 
In slim straight lines has been long since replaced, 
Will softer men have lost frontiersman’s fire, 
His ruggedness from nation’s life effaced? 
JAPES. 


SAID THE Rush Street Worm to us yesterday as 
he basked in the bright young sunshine: “The 
trouble with voting at this election is that every 
candidate is such a sterling, splendid character; 
such an ornament to humanity and civilization that 
it is impossible to prefer any one of them to the 
others. Excuse me, as I must return to the subway, 
my own subway, by the way, as I have built it my- 
self. And, pardon my saying so, but practically the 
only one now in operation in Chicago.” Tipping his 
hat and giving an understanding wink, the fat-faced 
worm disappeared. 


ENFORCEMENT of the prohibition law has cost 
the United States $114,724,000 up to date. And in 
spite of spending all that money, we shrewdly sus- 
pect that some of our citizens have drunk a little 
hard likker now and then. 


THE STORY OF THE BUSY BAKER AND 
THE CAPRICIOUS CUSTOMER. 


Dick: This is what happened: A man went in 
a baker shop and ordered a cake. Yes, said the 
baker, a cake. But, stipulated the man, I want 
a very special cake. I want it made in the form 
of the letter S. Can that be done? Certainly, said 
the baker, most certainly. Two dollars. All right, 
said the man, and away he went. The next day 
he came back and the baker proudly exhibited a 
most beautiful cake. That’s fine, said the man, 
but that’s an Old English S; what I want—I 
thought I told you—is a script S. Oh, a script 
S, said the baker. Well, that can be done. Come 
back tomorrow and I'll have it. The next day the 
man returned and the baker, prouder than ever, dis- 
played a still more beautiful cake, iced and deco- 
rated and in the form of a graceful script S. The 
man examined it carefully, viewed’ it from all sides, 
and at last professed himself satisfied. Shall I, said 
the baker, send it, or will you take it with you? 
Oh, replied the man, don’t bother, I'll just eat it 
right here. Kaytee. 
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EN VOYAGE. 

Aboard the “ Paris,” en route New York-Havre.— 
Sir: The difference between first and second class 
is this: the first class passengers dine with the cap- 
tain—who in hell wants to eat with the help? .. 
A rough sea teaches the moral of not being able to 
eat your cake and have it too... . It’s hard to tell 
whether the Scotsman in the bar has had too much 
benedictine or not—he was tight before he started. 

. . The high-toned promenaders who walk around 
the ship ten times every morning, noon, and eve- 
ning, displaying and viewing expensive sport finery, 
are truly “traveling in the best circles.” . . . Those 
who don’t notice the rocking of the ship are the 
ones who drink the most cognac—and they get the 
same effect, so we’re all in the same boat. .. . Now 
I know what it means to be driven crazy by the 
seas; no sane man would play shuffleboard. ... 
Very sincerely yours, AuRIzZ GHARTARZHON. 


PAGANYMEDE. 


In church the gaudy windows 
Are stained in polychrome; 

The smug of heart complacent sit 
And visit God at home. 


Without, a Spring-sweet zephyr, 
Aiohan, plucks the trees; 
The sunshine streams in benison, 
Nor preaching hell for fees. 
THE Souicrtor. 


BASHFUL BELLE says she just laffed and laffed 
when she read in the proceedings in the Hall-Mills 
case these questions and answers: Q.—“ You saw 
the mule distinctly? ” A—“ Yes.” Q—‘“ And neither 
of you spoke? ” A—‘“No.” There is nothing funny 
about that, Bashful Belle. The mule is to be com- 
mended. He is the only living thing in New Jersey 
that hasn’t admitted being in the vicinity when the 
Hall-Mills murder occurred. 


These Crowded Hours. 


RHL: Yesterday on Broadway I met a chit of a 
thing and stopped for the usual exchange of back- 
chat. She started telling of what she’d been doing 
and where she’d been, etc. Hadn’t a chance to look 
at a paper since Saturday. “ Why,” she exclaimed, 
“would you believe it, I don’t even know who 
swam the channel yesterday or today! ” 

JAzBo OF Otp DusuaQuz. 


ABOUT the only thing the newspapers didn’t 
lay to the heat wave yesterday was the seizure of 
Elsie Janis’ diamonds by the customs house officers. 
Well, we’ll attend to it right now: 

CRAZED BY INTENSE HEAT, CUSTOMS HOUSE 
OFFICERS THINK ACTRESS’ DIAMONDS 
WORTH FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS. 
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The Stenog Was Told to Write a Thank-You 
Letter. 


Dear Mr. I suppose I must thank you for 
the cigars you so thoughtfully sent to me at Christ- 
mas. Of course, you know I am not smoking, and I 
must needs inflict the iniquities upon my friends, 
who, alas, are my friends no longer. Christmas cigars 
belong in the same class with the ties chosen by our 
wives, sisters, and sisters-in-law. However, no doubt 
your intentions were of that well-meant variety of 
which we so often hear; soI thank you. A. E.S. 


CHARLEY COLLINS saw it opening night. 
“What thought you of The Miracle? ” asked we of 
Charles. “Oh,” said he, “I wouldn’t call it The 
Miracle, I’d call it the Gothic Follies.” Us, we hain’t 
seen it yet. (Morris Gest, please write.) 


CRICKET SONG. 


Chirp, little singer! 
Though dark is the night, 
You are a bringer 
Of lyric delight. 
Sing! While I tarry 
To listen to you, 
Loads that I carry 
Seem carried by two! 





Have you no sorrow, 
No grief I can share? 
Would you not borrow 
A balm for despair? 
What, for your measure 
Of joy, can I give? 
Oh, that my treasure 
Could make music live! 


Would I might take you 
From winter away! 
Would I might make you 
My minstrel for aye! 
Spirits a-tingle, 
Together we’d sing 
Safe in our ingle, 
’Til robins brought Spring. 
Laura Buacxpurn. 


MENCKEN arrested and Mussolini shot in the 
nose. These are bad days for dictators. 


WILL ONLY KISS YOUR BROW. 


R. H. L.: In reading a book of modern verse, I 
ran across this poem: 
And you will walk beneath the trees, 
Wondering then as now, : 
Why he that once has kissed your lips, 
Will only kiss your brow. 


Ah, how true it is, you yourself rarely know when 
you have halitosis. TaD: 
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A LINE 0’ TYPE OR TWO 
Hew to the Line, let the 
quips fall where they may. 





BE oak 





HE Fourth of July is the time to revisit our 
national shrines, The time to go back where 
Liberty was rocked in its little cradle, to revisit 

the homes of the Minute Men and the other patriots 
who stood with undaunted breasts against foreign 
invasion and usurpation. Come then, children, let: 
us go and walk the very ground where our brave 
sires of old once walked; let us look at the very 
houses in which they lived; and let us see the iden- 
tical windows out of which they made faces at the 
haughty British as they marched by, and stuck their 
tongues out at General Gage. Let us talk to their 
great-grandsons and their great-granddaughters, and 
hear from their own lips the story of those splendid 
days when this land of the free and home of the 
brave was young. 

The best way to do it is to recite the story of 
our trip arcund Boston a week or so ago. We de- 
cided we would like to see Paul Revere’s house. 
Paul was one of the worst disturbers the British had 
to contend with. He was the boy who made the 
ride that will live forever— 

A hurry of hoofs in the village street, 

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark ... 

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the 
light— 

The fate of a nation was riding that night. 

And not far away from Paul’s house is Christ 
church, “ Old North,” which the guide books said 
was still standing, and not far from that was Copp’s 
Hill Burial Ground, where many of our revolution- 
ary dead are buried and where the British planted 
a battery to pour shot into Charleston during the 
battle of Bunker Hill. 

We had a hard time finding Paul Revere’s old 
home. We walked down Hanover street to the end, 
but we couldn’t see it. We had studied the picture 
in the guide book, and we knew we would recognize 
it. We saw plenty of old houses that dated from 
the pre-revolutionary period, but Paul’s house 
wasn’t among them. Then we commenced to ask 
the descendants of our revolutionary ancestors whom 
we met along the way where Paul’s house was. The 
sturdy descendants of the heroes of Bunker Hill 
were as ignorant of the location of the home of 
Paul Revere as we were. Most of those we met 
merely shook their heads, and said, “No spik 
Anglise.” 

One descendant of the revolutionary forefathers, 
however, helped us quite a lot. We asked him the 
question that we had asked two hundred times in 
vain up and down. Hanover street, and he said, 
“Whooa dissa guy, Paula de Riverio? ” 
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“Why, you remember,” we said, hopefully— 
Listen, my children, and you shall hear 
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere; 
On the eighteenth of April— 

“Shura, Mike,” said the descendant of a long 
line of revolutionary forefathers. “ Paula de Ri- 
verio is a policeymans. lIlish policeymans? All 
policeymans Ilish.” 

We said we thought it was the wrong Revere. 
The one we wanted was dead. “Himma daid?” 
asked the sturdy American. “Eef himma daid, 
what fora you tryin to finda heem? You tryin’ to 
kidda me? Go along, I givva you da swifta push 
in da face.” 

We left that American hurriedly. He gave us a 
malevolent look as we went away. Then we no- 
ticed that we received more malevolent looks all 
up and down Hanover street. Very plainly our in- 
trusion was resented. We realized that we should 
have taken our Italian passport papers before we 
invaded the shrine of our forefathers. We asked the 
next sturdy Yankee we met if there was an Amer- 
ican consul in Hanover street, but he didn’t spik 
Anglise either. 

In despair we turned down Prince street and into 
a, little square, and there, right before us, was Paul 
Revere’s house. We went in, and for a little while 
we were back in the old:revolutionary days. There 
was Paul’s house, finished very much as it had been 
the night he went forth— 

Ready to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex village and farm, 
For the country folk to be up and to arm. 

There was the old fireplace in the front room, 
with Paul’s favorite chair pulled up to the fire and 
a great pewter mug hanging from the shelf in which 
Paul, not dreaming of the days when Mr. Volstead 
was to descend upon the land, must have brewed 
himself mulled ale before he went to bed. We saw 
Paul’s bedroom upstairs and the fourposter bed 
that Paul sneaked back into after he had started all 
the trouble out Concord way, and the little dia- 
mond shaped window panes out of which Paul used 
to sass the British army when it tramped past. 

Then we thought we’d go over to Old North, 
where Paul’s friend had set the lantern in the high 
church tower. We blundered around for a while, 
but by carefully consulting the map in the guide 
book we finally found Salem street, and then walked 
along that until there, right before us, was the 
shrine of every American patriot—Old North. 

He said to his friend, “If the British march 

By land or sea from the town tonight, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Church tower as a signal light ”— 

A lot of little descendants of the sturdy old revo- 
lutionary stock were hanging around the front of 
the church, apparently looking for tourists. They 
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descended on us like a swarm of seven year locusts, 
and each one of them screamed loudly for the 
privilege of being our guide around the church. We 
picked out the one that we thought came the near- 
est to looking like Paul Revere, and asked him to 
tell us all about it. 

“Alla rite,” said the sturdy little American. 
“Deesa church is where Paula de Riverio maka da 
ride. He say to his fren, ‘Dees Breesha guys getta 
too dam fresh. Eef they makka de walk arounda 
tonite you putta da lantern up in theesa tower, an’ 
wen I seea da light I go tella Georga da Wash. Fina 
man, Georga da Wash; he getta his gang an likka 
da Breesha.’ So datta nita da Breesha getta fresh 
and marcha all roun, an Paula de Riverio he go 
tella Georga da Wash, and Georga da Wash getta 
his gang, an’ he fighta da Breesha and run ’em all 
into de Backa Bay, an’ da war alla over.” 

We paid the guide fifty cents for his story. It 
was worth it. It threw a new light on history. 


FREDRICA. 


Fredrica rode a pony with little silver feet, 
Gone to see the races at colored Cobham Fair; 

And hanging in an old shop upon a dingy street 
Was a tiny gold amulet a maid might wear. 


O, the many golden things a maid might wear! 


Came a man with trappings and armor richly hewn, 
Laughing at the country folk gaping at the town; 
“ Bend your necks against the sky and see the purple 


moon! 
Or would you watch the antics of a foolish 
clown? ” 


Laughing at their stolidness, he acted them a 
clown! 


Fredrica saw no races at colored Cobham Fair; 
Many of the country folk tell they saw her meet 

One who cast an eager eye upon her little mare 
And watched the way it swung its tiny silver feet. 


O, the way it trotted there was nothing less than 
sweet! 


Once within a merchant’s shop, dingy shop and old, 
Hung a Persian amulet on a broken chain— 
If a maid will smile at him a knight will spend his 
gold, 
Though little silver feet he never sees again! 


O, the many golden things a wise maid may gain! 
DoNnFARRAN. 


SOME DAY a chief of police in Chicago will say 
to a detective, “ Why didn’t you pinch that rum 
runner for carrying concealed weapons?” “ Why,” 
the fly cop will answer, “he didn’t have any con- 
cealed weapons. You wouldn’t call that five-inch 
field piece he was riding around on concealed, would 
you?” 


35 


PIANISSIMO. 


Regret is such a foolish thing, 
A gilded cage where the wild birds sing 


A song as mournfully sweet as rain 
Falling on fields of autumn grain. 


Repentance itself is a charming mask 
To fool a mind that would take to task 


A heart that beats with futile wing 
Against a cage where the wild birds sing. 
Tue Puantom Lover. 


“THE UNITED STATES provides a profitable 
market for Canadian raw material.”—Chz. Journal 
of Commerce. Raw! My dear, it simply cuts your 
tonsils right off! 


You Mean Old Thing. 

R. H. L.: Do you know why they called the orgy 
at the Auditorium “The Miracle”? About three 
hundred women have to keep their mouths shut for 
three hours. Sans Femmes. 


That’s the Corner Reserved for Hank Mencken 
and Jim Branch Cabell. 


RHL: Speaking of signs, what does the one in 
the Boston library mean? 
ONLY LOW TALK PERMITTED HERE. 
Marcor. 


ROSETHEOPERATOR sends us a thrilling col- 
umn story clipped from the Milwaukee Sentinel of 
the rescue of the four University of Illinois students 
from their wrecked yacht on Lake Michigan. “ They 
were soaked and cold,” says the Sentinel. “Their 
only food had been from cans, and they were with- 
out water.” . After all, is a college education worth 
while? 


THUS WE REMEMBER. 


My dear! when this, which we call love, lies dead, 

As in a box on which we've closed the lid, 

I may recall a hundred things you said, 

And countless gay and trivial things we did... . 

Our favorite haunt for tea... the April day 

We shopped for hats (the following day it poured!) 

The book you liked, or did not like ... the play 

That cael me through—and left you merely 
ored. 


But there will come a day when I shall meet— 

Say, on a bus, or casually in some street— 

Some woman vaguely like the you I’ve known, 

And es ... did your mouth curve thus or 

SOP ase 

And were your eyes a deep or lighter brown? .. . 

And, half ashamed,—confess I do not know! 
Grorce CarROLL. 
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AFTERTHOUGHT. 


Do you remember that year of ours 
When youth enthralled our veins like wine? 

My love for you I vowed with flowers— 
Violets, pinks, and, girl o’ mine, 

Orchids at seventeen bucks the crack! 
Orchids! Orchids! The best they had! 
Orchids! Myrtle, I must have been mad! 

Oh, that I had that currency back! 


Do you remember the gifts I chose? 
You must have gathered a carload or so; 

I couldn’t see past the tip of my nose— 
Money was money, and I made it go; 

Wrist watches, pendants, and trinkets each day; 
Santa Claus, I, in the form of a gent— 

Why didn’t guardians take me away? 
If I had it now, I’d pay up the rent! 


Do you remember that mellow June, 

The roads we took to the moon’s high way? 
The vows we vowed to the cricket’s tune? 

Do you remember? Do I? I'll say! 
I chartered a cab—for days and days! 

Gee, when I think of it, I could sob! 
I could use that cash in a dozen of ways— 

If I had it now I’d give up my job! 

Gorpon SEAGROVE. 


OH, CERTAINLY we want spring, but we’re not 
crazy about it. We don’t play golf. 


MARGINAL NOTES. 


Perhaps some day I shall tell you of a lonely and 
very lovely and exceedingly dangerous place which 
lies beyond the edge of all maps and is reached by 
following a star. But that will not be until the 
prismatic curtain of memory shall have dimmed a 
bit the pain of loneliness and shaded that wild 
beauty into colors more nearly symbolized by the 
trickery of words and shall have, too, caused the 
semblance of danger to appear in the background as 
a dark and portent figure with a half sheathed sword. 
If ever one comes to the taking of preventive 
action or the ministering of suitable punishment on 
so-styled realists, it is to such places that they 
should be banished. For there in the shadow of an 
ultimate beauty comes the realization that no 
merely pictorial art can ever approximate the truth 
about anything. 

Tue SPINNER OF THE TarrraiL Loa. 


TO LILLIAN. 


Like a butterfly, you have wings, 
Lovely, changeable, iridescent wings. 
Your every uncertain, undependable flutter 
Is a moment of sheer beauty 
To such as we, 
Poor, steadfast, constant things! 
Primrror. 
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YOM KIPPUR. 


Dark chants and white, in soaring cadences, 
climb to the skies and drop like heavy tears 
into hearts hoarse with pleading Heaven neais, 
and silken notes reflect its radiances. 

Crystal wells of poignant song spring high 

to spray with peace a thousand desperate souls, 
tragic with shame, fierce-joying at the tolls 

of fast and penitence, then with new beauty shy. 


Soulsick, with troubled doubting in my eyes, 

I-heed the strain of spirit at my mind. 

My leash grows frantic with each rush of song. 

Too weak the futile struggle to prolong, 

I yield; in sudden revelation find 

the god-flame; and prayer-purified I rise. 
Davina. 


IT IS UNDERSTOOD that barracks will be built 
for the witnesses to the Hall-Mills murder while 
they are waiting to be called to testify at the trial. 
They have been organized into regiments and put 
under military discipline. 


BOGOSLOF ISLAND, in Bering Sea, is reported 
in violent volcanic action. But right now we don’t 
see that anything can be done about it. 


A ADVENTUR WITH A AFRIKAN LION. 
(Expergated by tha Censer.) 

He lit his pipe an’ threw tha match into tha camp 
fire. “ Yup,” sez he, “ wen I wuz a lad like yew I 
wuz a globe-trotter.” “ Yeh?” sez I. “ Yup,” sez he, 
“wen I wuz yer age I wuz trekking thru Airika.” 
“Yeh?” sez I. “ Yup,” sez he, “wich reminds me 
uv tha time I wuz trotting along alone an’ I bumped 
inter a full-grown Afrikan lion. He wuz tha most 
powerful, tha most magnifisent specimem I ever 
saw.” “Yeh?” sez I. “Yup,” sez he, “an’ I wuz 
unarmed.” “ Tha hell!’ sez I. “ An,” he continued, 
“JT koodn’t run fast on account uv having a sprained 
ankle.” “Migawd!” sez I. “Yup,” sez he, “ an’ so 
tha son uv a gun got away.” SnowsHoe Ax. 


THE COMING VANITY. 


When I get to have some fame, 

So that people print my name 

Because it 2s my name, I'll smile 

And maybe strut around a while. 

I'll curl the feather in my hat; 

Tl nod my head for this and that. 

Pll not speak to the villagers. 

And the dust will pile up on my years. 
CAMPASPE. 


THE NEWSPAPERS have it in all their head- 
lines—“ Prince Leopold and Astrid Will Marry for 
Love.” Why all the excitement? Certainly royalty 
marries for love nowadays. What else have they 
got left to marry for? ; 
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HE TOLD ME ABOUT IT. 


When he came back home he told me about it. 
He said: “She had never before lived on a farm, 
and when the hot winds began to sigh their monot- 
onous song in the maple grove and the windmill 
croaked in the barnyard like a querulous, maunder- 
ing old man, she used to stand at the window, listen- 
ing to the terrible ticking of the clock, watching the 
white dust rise and fall and sift down the deserted 
road. Sometimes, when the wind lulled for an in- 
stant, I could hear her whispering: ‘ God! Oh, my 
dear God!’ 

“Of course, I took her back to her monstrous 
city, where night and day are beaten and racked 
by the ceaseless clangor and thunder and screech- 
ings of hell. And sometimes I would stand at a dark 
window staring at a brick wall and see my quiet 
fields, hear the morning meadow larks, and the clean 
wind soughing in clean trees. I could even scent 
sweet clover and new turned earth; and sometimes 
I would catch myself whispering: ‘God! Oh, my 
dear God!’ 

““ What are you mumbling about?’ she would 
say.” Hop. 


NOW WE KNOW why they call it that. The 
Doily Nooze says the box office price of tickets at 
“The Miracle” is $4.40, but a pewholder at Father 
Gest’s cathedral has to pay a scalper $6.60 if he wish 
to attend the services. It’s a miracle the scalpers 
don’t charge more. 


THE STRIKER. 
(With such thanks as may be to E. C. B.) 


The days go by like pickets in a fence, 
With no white gate to lead me down the lane, 
Lost are the words of your old eloquence; 
No voice brings music to my ears again. 
You say, and justly, that my own mistake 
Deserves the weary mischief that it wrought, 
And cry my faults, and endless discourse make 
On your lost love and what the losing taught. 
You may be right; you often are, my dear. 
Nevertheless, I tire of it and cry 
In futile sorrow for my memories only. 
T shall forget you as you now appear. 
My heart recalls the past. The days go by 
Like pickets in a fence, and I am lonely. 
Nancy SHORES. 


THE TRIB says a Chicago business man has 
brought suit against a girl to whom he gave ten 
thousand dollars’ worth of presents, but finds the 
lady has disposed of them. He became a business 
man too late. 


ADD MODEST VIOLET SECTION: “Vito 
was a true lover of the opera,” said Tito Schipa. 
“ He attended every time I sang.” 
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NOW THAT SAM INSULL has bought the Stude- 
baker theater, naturally “The School for Scandal ” 
will immediately be revived. Of course, this is Doc 
Donaghey’s department, and we hate to scoop him, 
but we just can’t keep a secret and we simply have 
to tell that when Sam puts on “The School for 
Scandal” at the Studebaker next fall it is to be 
given with the following all-star cast: 


Sur Peter! 1 edzlev.«can as oscar Mr. 8. Insull 
Sir Oliver Surface..... Mr. Frank L. Smith 
Lady Teazle....... Mr. George E. Brennan 
Joseph Surface...Mr. Clement Studebaker 
Lady Sneerwell........... Mr. Fred Lundin 
Charles Surface......... Mr. Dan Schuyler 
Mrs. Candour.........+. Mr. Ira C. Copley 
Crabtree? accccsuecmn Mr. Eugene Pike 
Sir Benjamin Backbite....A Greek: Friend 
ROWlEYc agus Saamems Mr. Allen F. Moore 
M Gita es oe A Mr. Mueller of Peoria 
My Dear, Don’t You Think About Anything but 
Women? 


Women are like pens. Some—like postoffice pens 
—sputter and scratch continually. Others, like foun- 
tain pens, can speak fluently and intelligently. How- 
ever, sooner or later they all run dry, and talk be- 
comes as blank and meaningless as does the writing 
of an empty pen. Misoeynist. 


REQUIEM. 


Not all of Autumn’s pageantry can shake 

The heart of Summer with wild overtures 
Wrung from the souls of flowers and silent birds. 
Leave-taking must be sad, and they forsake 
Their harbors with a sigh, as you do yours— 
Bowed in communion far too deep for words. 


Summer must spin one dusk and one last dawn, 
Then watch her broken splendor silently 
Mount to the pinnacle of Autumn’s cross, 
Where night shall burn for fagots flowers, gone 
Inghtly to sleep beneath a bed of moss, 
Dreaming of old delight, old pain, and witchery. 
Grace STARBUCK. 


WE INTENDED to write a last line today, but 
after reading the slush fund proceedings we have 
decided that we do not remember, and, anyhow, we 
do not care to make any further statements with- 
out consulting our attorney. 


TONSILS AND ALL. 
[From the Sat. Eve. Post.] 

“Don’t you suppose you ever do?” he 
questioned, and he was not thinking of his 
love for Elinor Dana. 

“No,” she tore from her throat and threw 
at him. Tue Kine’s ENcuIsSHMAN, 
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LIMERICK TOWN. 


My grandfather whistled “ The Blackbird” 
When he was a lad of sixteen 

And rebels on hills by the Shannon 
Were lighting the fires of Cathleen. 

’Twas treason to mutter the wording, 
But you can’t keep an Irishman down, 

And he lilted that song of the Wild Geese 
As he came out from Limerick Town. 


My father remembered “ The Blackbird” 
When he saw the Queen’s Own in retreat 
Before a brigade of the Fenians 
In a quiet Canadian street. 
He whistled that song of the exile 
As he watched the red banner go down, 
And laughed for the memory of Sarsfield, 
Though he never saw Limerick Town. 


There’s peace and there’s quiet in Ireland, 
There isn’t a pike on a hill, 
Spike Island has never a dungeon, 
And even Kilkenny is still; 
But a rebel is always a rebel, 
And a flame in the blood will not down, 
So Ill find a blackbird to whistle 
When I go to Limerick Town. 
KATHERINE RANKIN. 


THE GOVERNMENT faced a crisis. It was last 
Wednesday evening the President was to escort Mrs. 
Jardine to dinner at the Willard. Should Cal call 
for Mrs. Jardine at her residence? Obviously not. 
Cal is President of the United States. Then should 
Mrs. Jardine go alone to the Willard and meet Cal 
there? Certainly not. Mrs. Jardine is the wife of 
Secretary of Agriculture Jardine. 

Everybody was excited. The records of all the 
Presidents were ransacked. Surely there must be a 
precedent! Washington can do nothing without a 
precedent. Feverish hands turned over state papers 
until they came to the McKinley administration. 
“SAVED!” shrieked the third assistant doorkeeper 
as he waved a document in the air. Pale lips read 
the precedent. Then it was all simple enough. 

One of Cal’s aids went in the White House limou- 
sine and called for Mrs. Secretary Jardine. Mrs. 
Secretary Jardine, the aid, and the limousine re- 
turned to the White House. Cal stepped in. The 
crisis was averted. God reigned and the govern- 
ment at Washington still lived. 

OH, SAY, CAN YOU SEE——! 


Oh, My Dear, What in Wisconsin Do You Think 


a Toga Is? 
(Editorial in the Grant County Herald, Lancaster, Wis.) 
Gov. Blaine is using seven-league boots in 
his primary campaign for the senatorial toga 
which he would, perforce, wrest from the clas- 
sic forehead of Mr. Lenroot. L. W. W. 
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THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


Dear Mac: 
I’ve your letter and thank you, 
lt was kind to come through as you did 
And think to invite me. It sure would delight me. 
(But what of the wife and the kid?) 


France ought to be noble in April, 

Vins various, femmes, and no lid, 

Toul, Nancy, and Flirey. (But this is the query, 
Mac, what of the wife and the kid?) 


T know we two measured some gutters 

By rolling therein when we slid 

Off sidewalks gone rocky, but we were in khaki. 
(What, now, of the wife and the kid?) 


I’m stagnant in probity peaceful 
And accustomed to do as I’m bid; 
We could raise hell together, but I don’t know 
whether 
You wot of the wife and the kid? 
Tue Souicrror. 


THESE ARE THE DAYS when we are con- 
fronted each morning by the momentous problem 
as to whether or not we shall take the hght over- 
coat along. To take or not to take, that is the 
question. And whatever we do is wrong. 


NO. 7-27 WROTE in yesterday that he thought 
Sam Insull’s slogan, “ You Can Do It Better With 
Cash,” was Just too lovely for words. 


IF THE KING of Italy’s daughter marries King 
Boris of Bulgaria, we bet Mussolini gives the bride 
away. And if they don’t watch him, he'll give the 
bride’s papa away, too, and throw in the rest of 
the royal family as a lagniappe. 


OUR OWN IMPASSIONED AD WRITERS. 
Quit Scratching! Use Your Head! 

It’s a fact: Derbies and eye shades simply do not 
get along together. Yet you can wear a muffler with 
either. Strange, isn’t it? You’re dead right it is. 

As you probably know, Derbies first made their 
appearance in the Ming dynasty. From China, bald- 
ness spread like butter over everything. People 
began to lose weight, umbrellas and hair. It wasn’t 
fair. 

Then came the eye shade. You simply doused 
it on your scalp, full strength, and massaged thor- 
oughly. There was no after taste. And because it 
was hand painted and fit snugly fore and aft of the 
ears, it could be worn on the most formal occasions. 

Well—it worked! For a while we challenged pec- 
ple to buy them. Now we can’t give them away. 
Youll be delighted with the results. Slap one on 
the old bean tonight, feel its deep, cool muzzle! 
Ask your druggist—and don’t believe a word of it, 
dearie. Op Mizzou, 
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EQUALITY. 


I said I would love as men love, 
As false or as lightly true; 

Thus can I bear the faithlessness 
Of you. 


But as wine that has once sickened 
Ever bears the faint 

Dead acrid odour of nausea ... Even so 
The taint 


Of love betrayed clings to the cup 
I would taste 

And with revulsion turns my lips aside 
In haste. 


Thus ever are you the victor 
In a battle ages old— 
You warm to phantom fires, while I 
Remain still cold. 
Jupy SHEA. 


T’S a pretty sad story, mates. Our whole Fourth 
of July was darkened by it. The entire artist 
colony at Saugatuck was in great dismay. There 

has been no such excitement since Tom Tallmadge 
and John Norton shot at a raccoon with their bows 
and arrows and the raccoon charged them, and it 
wasn’t a raccoon, and they had to bury their clothes 
and live in the woods, subsisting on berries and nuts 
for three days. 

The present scandal was caused by the cold-blooded 
and deliberate abandonment by Thou of her adopted 
son Xerxes. Thou is a Persian cat, with long, silken 
hair and a tail as thick as a feather duster. She was 
named Thou from Omar Khayyam’s poem: 


And Thou, beside me singing in the wilderness— 


Thou had never married and, consequently, had 
never had any children. So there was great joy in 
the artists’ colony when she appeared a week ago 
with a little baby rabbit in her mouth. She licked 
the baby rabbit in maternal feline fashion, purred 
over it and gave other manifestations to indicate 
that she was going to adopt it as her own child. 

Every one was perfectly delighted and Prof. Tall- 
madge, who knows lots about the Persians, chris- 
tened the little rabbit Xerxes, the name of the most 
famous of the Persian kings. Thou belongs to the 
Nortons, and thither she brought little Xerxes, and 
the Nortons fed it diluted cream with an eye-drop- 
per. Thou became a most dutiful mother and came 
home every night and slept with little Xerxes cud- 
dled close to her. It was a very beautiful, touching 
sight, and all the artists would journey through the 
woods in the evening to the Nortons’ cabin to see 
the cat mothering the poor little baby rabbit. 

But on the fatal evening of July 3 the tragedy 
happened. Xerxes had grown and fattened on his 
eye-dropper cream, and probably began looking 
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more like a rabbit and less like a Persian kitten. 
Perhaps Thou, in walking about the woods, had sud- 
denly met a full grown rabbit face to face and the 
horrid truth had rushed upon her that her adopted 
son Xerxes was as one of these. Anyhow, she came 
back to the Nortons with a sort of cold, cynical 
manner. She walked up to little Xerxes, gave him 
two or there suspicious sniffs, and then deliberately 
kicked him in the pants and walked out. 

Nor did she return to him that night, nor all day 
Sunday, nor Monday. She has simply abandoned 
little Xerxes for good and all. And nothing can be 
done. Prof. Tallmadge says that it is Xerxes’ little 
bobbed tail that betrayed him, and he wants to 
manufacture a perfectly swell tail for the little rab- 
bit out of horse hair and tie it to him, but the other 
artists think the deceit would be discovered by Thou 
and she would despise poor Xerxes all the more. 

Bill Welsh thinks that Thou must have joined 
some cat club and that she takes more interest now 
in her club than she does in her home. “A cat’s 
place,” said Bill, “is in the home.” Anyhow, these 
are the facts: Thou, after a brief display of mother 
love, has abandoned little Xerxes and nobody knows 
what to do about it. 


HAD WE NEVER MET. 


I would be a neighbor still, 
If we had not met, 

Willets singing on the hill .. . 
Nothing to forget. 


I would borrow cups of salt, 
Sweets and sours would loan, 
Tear apart each neighbor’s fault, 

Admit a few, my own. 


Living down a country lane, 
Nothing to forget, 
Neighbors passing in the rain. . . 
Had we never met! 
Davin Sorror. 


ONE BY ONE OUR JOYS DEPART. 


R. H. L.: What’s the use of living when romance 
is dead? Slowly and steadily has it gone from my 
ife. First, it’s one thing, then another. College 
boys wear raccoon coats, flappers Charleston in boy- 
ish shingles, the Mercury gets hauled on the carpet 
for Hatrack, chivalry is but a name, spring has 
become a fable, you and the Colonel threaten to go 
to Ireland, and now—to cap the climax—to add the 
last straw to the desert walker’s hump, my nice rice- 
eating laundryman punched a shiny new adding 
machine and coldly handed me a little pink ticket 
marked N 63, instead of the usual hen tracks. Oh, 
civilization! Oh, world of change! Oh, vanished 
illusions! Oh, death! Oh, hell! 

Miss Smira. 
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SPEAKING OF WOMEN I’VE LOVED— 
Esther 


was the girl I married. We should have known 
better. She was my sister’s chum, which is how it 
all started. Painted modern pictures in a messy 
studio on MacDougal. Soft brown hair, lightly 
curled over her head; small hands, paint-stained. 
We quit when I wouldn’t wash dishes any longer. 


Nora 


was a bit of all right. Blue black hair with a “ wig- 
gle” in it, and deep blue eyes alight with laughter. 
When Nora said “no” it was between laughs, and 
Yve never known whether the laughter was evoked 
to be kind to me or out of genuine amusement. 
She’s married now to a Colonial. Nora. 


Jean 
was the one who sang. Studied in New York when 
I was at New Haven. Then she went to Germany 
as a nurse, and I to Russia. They tell me she is 
now singing lullabies to Alsatian-American babies. 
Jean, who could make the stars weep with her songs. 


Jerry 

was the only one of them all I truly loved. And 
she never knew it. Slim, arrogant, well-groomed, 
her red brown hair always a fitting frame for her 
small, oval face; her green eyes alight and moving, 
cr quiet and deep. Small, ringless fingers that could 
have held my all, but were so unaware. She disap- 
peared from school one day, and no one seems to 
know muczh about her now. Ah, well. 


Joan 
I met at Diamond Head one golden day. Joan with 
her bronze hair, her golden skin, her clear, gray eyes. 
Swimming, she was a wonder, dancing much better, 
but when I kissed her good-night she kissed back, 
so I took the next boat to Manila. 


Blanche 


is the sleek, black-haired one I wait for now. She 
wears too much jewelry and not enough clothes, but 
so long as I pay for neither, why should I complain? 
- Besides, some of these days the ancient one she mar- 
ried may cash in, and it might be nice not to have 
to labor daily. I wonder. Tue STRANGER. 


THE DETROIT police are ransacking the town 
to find the man who threatened to shoot a tenor. 
The police will find themselves baffled by the fact 
that so many men have expressed a wish to take a 
shot at a tenor one time or another. 


“CREDIT,” said David B. Forgan at the Uni- 
versity of Illinois, “ starts enterprise, builds railroads, 
wages wars, makes civilization.” David, would you 
mind running over that again. We think our tailor 
is listening. 
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RENAISSANCE. 


(In a sixteenth century Spanish form.) 
Dead leaves and a sodden sky 
On a somber autumn morn, 
Whatever lives must die; 
What dies shall be reborn. 


Hid by God’s hand in a cleft 
I have seen his glory pass by, 

The flaming bush has burned out and left 
Dead leaves and a sodden sky. 


The nights are as cold as hate, 
The days are as dull as scorn, 

There comes no gleam, though I watch and wait, 
On a somber autumn morn. 


For hope is a broken thing, 
And laughter is stilled to a sigh, 

The flowers fade and the birds take wing. 
Whatever lives must die. 


Yet love is stronger than death, 
As faith is sweeter than scorn. 
Life cannot lose its lightest breath. 
What dies shall be reborn. 
BERNARD. 


THE DUKE GOES TO MARKET. 


Dear Dick: I got to thinkin’, the longer I wear 
a suit the shorter the bank roll gets, so we had a 
peaceful council of war to see what the hell wuz 
wrong. The B. and C. blames it on the butcher 
and grocer, so I went along on lass Sattiday’s mar- 
ket spree. Wen I got through, I tell you, I wuz 
surprised they don’t have a admission charge in 
there. Soup greens, what I thought wuz 3c a 
bunch, has got an idea they’re in a class with 
orchids. insted of gettin’ a cup an saucer free with 
a lb. of coffee, you get a dirty look if you don’t buy 
the kind they reccomend. They’re selling eggs now 
depending on what year model you want. They got 
3 kinds—old, older, and oldest. I got so dam mad 
wen the clerk asked how many beans we wanted I 
told him about a dozen. Seems the butcher don’t 
weigh his hand with the meat any more, as he’s got 
a better system. They got a scale wich figgers 
quicker as algebra; fer instance, he puts 2 lbs. of 
steak on at 52c lb. an’ it tells you to the penny that 
$1.36 is the answer. He did’n know who I wuz, so 
after the meat wuz wrapped he asked if I wuz next. 
I said, “You dam right ’m next.” Wen I went 
to school 2x52 wuz $1.08, and the best I got outta 
the argument wuz a wise crack to the effect, “ You 
could’n fool horse flies!” Wen we got home I told 
the B. and C. to get a new butcher, and she says 
all right wise guy, but I’ve tried ’em all, an’ he’s the 
cheapest, so I told her it seems the only solution 
to the problem would be fer one of us to quit eatin’, 
and she says alright gloom, wen do you wanna 
start? Dvuxe Baxrak. 
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CONV ALESCENCE. 

Fresh-faced country girls 

—dressed up 

—drowsing in dim passages, 

redolent of iodoform 

where a moon-faced clock 

bites off time in rounded nibbles 

like a surgeon’s needle 

picking up incised fleshly edges 

on an etherized field. 


A convalescent’s bell and you stiffen into wisdom; 
A convalescent’s bell—put your person in accord 
with a three months’ term of service 
in the common ward. 


Nation, Brommer, Welch, and Perry! 


Dressed-up country girls, 
fresh-faced, eager, 
charting life with thermometers 
in dim hospital wards. 
Nation’s hands are large, 
so large they may cover 
the rent in my side—or the world, 
as perceived from the flat of a back, 
through her grave borrowed eyes. 


...and midnight falls ...and dawn comes 
round and sleepless nights are at an end; and day 
comes in and life moves on ...we watch the 
Autumn sun descend to speculate upon the night 
and drowse and probe the failing light ... 


I watched the cold moon slant across that patch 
of sky 

Atop pale maple-leaves without my tall, lean 
window; 

I felt the night air breathe upon my tousled hair; 

I heard soft moanings—ever faint and fainter 

—beyond the framework of a plastered wall. 

Then: rattling cry and threshing limbs, 

as soon relented, and murmurings 

of nurses clearing the empty ward of minutie of 
commonplace episode. 


..and midnight falls...and dawn comes 
round and sleepless nights are at an end; and day 
comes in and life moves on... we watch the 
Autumn sun descend to speculate upon the night 
and drowse and probe the failing light... 


II. 

I heard the night-wind soughing through the boughs 
without, 

and fing’ring o’er the green-gold wealth of leaves; 
1 watched the fluxing mantle of silvery moonlight 
slowly descend upon the maple-trees 
til each seemed all adrip with liquid light... 
... And I heard the crash 
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—though miles along some country road 

—reéchoed in muffled tap of hurried heel 

or low command in training code . .. And I knew 

when they bore them past my door, 

wan and broken—alive, hardly more 

—that the moon that fluxed yellowing masses 
without 

lit some blood-damped turf on a distant pike 
alitter with wreckage. 


...And midnight falls ...and dawn comes 
round and sleepless nights are at an end; and day 
comes in and life moves on... we watch the 
Autumn sun descend to speculate upon the night 
and drowse and probe the failing light .. . 


Ii. 
I saw the wraithlike tatters of vagrant cloud 
clutch at the moon’s bright face, the night without, 
like beggars’ eager talons seeking a lone tossed coin; 
I felt the air grow chill and dank with doubt 
And sensed a noisome mumbling mar the calm .. . 
. .. And I watch his ash-hued fearful twitching face 
while nurses prepared him—apace 
to lead him away in hypo trance: to an ether stench, 
to blinding light, 
where grotesque figures witness his fright, 
and come and go, nor listen nor heed 
his whimpering cries nor seem to speed 
his term of agony . . .,And the rain let down, 
and the moon had fled... . 
deft tender hands playing over the bed 
allayed dull fear that shaped his lips, 
raised him from out etheric depths 
to a sense of terror remote—grown stale. 


.. and midnight falls ...and dawn comes 
round and sleepless nights are at an end; and day 
comes in and life moves on... we watch the 
Autumn sun descend to speculate upon the night 
and drowse and probe the failing light . . . 


Fresh-faced country girls 
—dressed up 
—drowsing in dim passages 
redolent of iodoform 
where a moon-faced clock 
bites off time in rounded nibbles 
like a surgeon’s needle 
picking up incised fleshly edges 
on an etherized field. 
Kartov. 


“IT IS HARDER to get liquor than ever.”— 
Secretary Mellon. Andy, the bootleggers are just 
going to die laughing when they read that. 


Oh, It Can Be Done. 


[From the Benton (Ill.) Evening News.] 
H. G. House and wife visted at St. Louis 
decently. Hoorenanny. 
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THE ANGEL’S KISS. 


R. H. L.: You will probably have made the ac- 
quaintance long ago of an Angel’s Kiss, but Ted and 
I hadn’t until one evening in Florence, when we 
created the scandal of the Pension Season by joining 
three gay young American boys for liqueurs in the 
garden. Super-Scott Fitzgerald youth they were, 
with good talk at our disposal, besides the Créme 
de Cocoa. We went rowing on the Arno afterwards, 
and the boys insisted I wasn’t a good sport because 
I wouldn’t let them go over the dam ... me, in 
black chiffon and the frailest of white Venetian 
shawls. “TI can’t,’ sezI. “I haven’t my dam clothes 
on.” Tracy. 


LADY LOUISE MOUNTBATTEN is frying 
sausages for the volunteer workers in London. Oh, 
it is indeed glorious to fry for one’s country. 


IMPRESSION. 


Pale skin, pearl shimmering, green eyes revealing, 

Faint morbidezza, long hands, in which healing 

Struggles with hurting (heart choosing, head know- 
ing). 

Hair like a smoldering flame, darkly glowing. 

Precieuse, savante, wit to rejoice us. 

Urban, and quite self-sufficing. No boisterous 

Streaming, nor splashing, nor loose running over— 

Yet breathing fragrance for you—if you love her! 


Bitty D. 
PARTING. 


There at the front gate she shades her eyes 
against the morning sun and waves a final fare- 
well, then turns into the house. She pauses on the 
front porch to pick up the forsaken doll and the lit- 
tle porridge dish and the silver spoon; and Tobey 
scratches at the screen as he wonders what journey 
has taken his little master away. Then the silence 
and loneliness that has come out of the vibrant 
morning is broken by the ringing of a distant bell— 
a sound that in turn silences the laughter of many 


children . .. and a few tears and a wistful smile 
and a caress for Tobey ... the baby has started 
to school. Tuat Fetta Down IN STREATOR. 


GOD help the rich, the poor can sleep in the park. 


DR WILLIAM FREDERIC BADE of the Pa- 
cific School of Religion, who has been snooping 
around in the ruins of the ancient city of Mizpah, 
announces that he has found the very cistern into 
which, 2,500 years ago, Ishmael, son of Nethaniah, 
cast the body of Gedaliah. This looks pretty bad 
for Ishmael, son of Nethaniah, and if he’s got any 
friends in these parts they had better write to Par- 
don Me Len Small right away. 


It’s a Lovely Thought. 


Dick: The only persons who have faith in women 
are men. PLuMsB Bos 
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GO LIGHTLY, WIND. 


Go lightly here, for in your going, 
O Wind! you tread on holy ground. 
Go swiftly like clean waters flowing 
And make no sound where is no sound. 


Beyond your reach, and beyond the thunder, 
Where never again mine eyes may see, 

Lies in this earth and deep, deep under, 
All that was dear and fair to me! 


Lips that have known my lips’ caressing, 
And fingers that once my fingers thrilled, 

Eyes that have given me love’s blessing, 
Lie here, lie here, forever stilled. 


Never her laughter, never her singing 
Shall beat its way to my heart again, 

April shall come, but April bringing 
Never her whisper in the rain. . 


April shall come, and sunlight streaming 
Over a field of daffodils, 

But here is an end to all my dreaming, 
And here is the sun behind the hills. 


Here I stand, and the twilight stealing, 
And who shall say how long I’ve stood, 
Save this lone goshawk dipping and wheeling 
Over that clump of cottonwood. 
Grorce CaRrRoL. 


WE suppose we’ve got to get into the new style of 
journalism as soon as we can. Well, we’ll make a 
try at it: We note that Mayor William E. (Digger) 
Dever has hopes that the new subway plan will 
meet with success; that President Calvin (Cal) Cool- 
idge is not catching any more fish; that Senator 
William E. (Bill) Borah is keeping things hot in 
Idaho; that Henry L. (Hank) Mencken is going to 
sing, “’Round Her Neck She Wore a Yellow Rib- 
bon” at a Rotary dinner, and that Gov. Albert 
(Bowery Kid) Smith of New York is getting ready 
for 1928. 


HE COULDN’T BE BOTH. 
{From the Biloxi (Miss.) Herald via J. E.] 
A MEDIUM SIZED MULE—MUST BE IN 


good condition and reasonable. 
MRS. CURTIS, Cuevas, Miss. 815-17 


THE KING of Spain is going to fly in an aero- 
plane from Madrid to South America. Learning to 
fly in an aeroplane is really a most useful accom- 
plishment for a king nowadays. 


OH, THE SCANDAL’S BRIGHT tonight along 
the Wabash, from the meadows come the shouts 
of KK K; to the sycamores the statesmen all are 
running, — 

On the banks of the Wabash, far away. 
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FOR CASPAR WISTAR. 


He took the tears of heartbreak—bitter bright, 
Green sea, blue sky and ancient, amber sun, 
And fused them in a crucible of light, 
And looked on beauty when his work was done. 


He took that far rose space where sunsets glow, 
Spattered it with bloods of some lost cause, 

And spiraled it with bands of lacquered snow, 
In true conformity with beauty’s laws. 


He took the forms of love and molded them, 
Injecting symmetry into the mass 
With precious agony of tursted stem, 
And left a heritage of priceless glass. 
JAYHAWKER. 


RAQUEL MELLER, the Spanish singer, was so 
pleased with the way she was received in the United 
States that she has sold her home across the pond 
and is coming here to live. Well, Raquel, receiving 
distinguished foreign visitors is the very best thing 
we do over here. But after you settle down and we 
soak you with the income tax and the cops tear your 
automobile all to pieces for likker and the bandits 
lock you up in the clothes closet and carry away 
your diamonds and your grand piano and you buy 
champagne and find it about the same as corrosive 
sublimate and—well, Raquel it’s a great country if 
you don’t weaken. ; 


A Fair Average. 

Mr. Dick: We had a portly and rotund visitor 
today and when said visitor asked the Big Boss how 
many people worked in the office, the Big Boss re- 
turned testily, “ About half of ’em.” 

Eran R. Brown. 


THE PARDONING POWER may rest in the 
Governor, but Len doesn’t give it any rest. 


ADVICE TA THA LUVLORN. 
By CHICAGO BLUES. 

Dear Miss Blues: I go around with five 
young men. Is it proper for me to kiss 
them all good-night? ALICE. 

Alice: It’s a tossup, dearie; 4 owt uv 
evry 5 have it. aby 

Dear Miss Blues: I am a beautiful girl of 
nineteen and don’t smoke, drink, or permit 
boys to kiss me. I haven’t ever had a beau. 


What shall I do? Moripunp. 
Moribund: Pik owt yer semetery lot 
now. Don’t wait till yer ded. C. B. 


Dear Blues: My swell millionaire friend 
showers me with diamonds and pearls, but 
don’t mention marriage. I don’t want noth- 
ing but his love. What do you advise? 


Mazzin. 
Maizie: I advize ya ta hav yer hed eggs- 
amined. C.B. 
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IN RED RUSSIA a divorce costs only two dollars. 
But gentlemen who think Red Russia must be a 
kind of Paradise should reflect that a Red Russian 
so seldom has two dollars. 


CHICAGO had 876,509 registered voters this year, 
against 1,064,895 two years ago. Goodness! these 
machine gun battles in the streets do run up a lot 
of casualties. 


THE LOST APRIL. 


Helen lingered while the moonlight lasted, 
Her mantle rippled o’er the moonlit lawn, 

Her bright hair left a shining light behind tt, 
You looked on her, and looking, she. was gone. 


And Helen left behind her little magics ; 
She left the spell her lovers loved in her, 
And even the moon, who knows there’s nothing con- 
stant 
In lovers, felt his chilled heart lift and stir. 


That April fell around us in a shower, 
But even April’s elves are stilled in June. 
I have forgot, except for little moments, 
That Helen walked beneath an April moon. 
CAMPASPE. 


MR. MUSSOLINI has ordered a commission to 
fix the style for women’s dresses. “ Whom the gods 
would destroy they first’ make mad!” 


HYMN OF HATE. 


A man I hate is R. H. L. 
He sends my contribs all to Hell. 
Ruts §. 


OH, WHAT A HEALTHFUL PASTIME. 


LONDON, England—Sir: A new game, very 
popular here, is a cross between golf and our own 
Beaver, but more intriguing than either. It seems 
that when the king buys a dozen eggs at a certain 
delicatessen the proprietor immediately has the 
royal coat-of-arms put upon his shop, and below it 
the words, “ By Royal Appointment to His Maj- 
esty the King.” If the eggs were rotten, His Maj- 
esty tries another place, which means another 
“yoyal appointment.” The same holds true of every 
trade. Now the idea of the game is this: The 
players pace the sidewalks of London, and as soon 
as one of the contestants sees a shop which does 
NOT have this coat-of-arms on it, he points to it, 
and cries, “ There’s one.” All the players must then 
enter the shop and ascertain if George has bought 
something there earlier in the day, in which case 
the concern would be entitled to the sign without 
having had time to put it up. If not, the keen-eyed 
player wins without further ado, and receives his 
choice of a seat in the House of Commons or being 
called a Sir. The losers are rewarded, as in golf, 
with the healthful exercise of a long walk. 

Auriz GHARTARZHON. 
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ANOTHER FAIRY TALE. 


O, a princess once lived in a little brown cottage, 
And geraniums grew on the sill, 

And a very white rose drifted over the chimney, 
Like a cloud on an amber hill. 


O, the princess’ heart was a Japanese plum tree, 
With red leaves spread heavy with cream, 

And the princess’ dreams were little gray feathers 
Winnowing down a green stream. 


And the princess’ songs were a tiny white window 
Which now lay heaped on the grass, 
For one night when a moon-song came singing too 
slowly 
She impatiently broke the glass. 


There, through the tulips, the songs sang wildly; 
Then, shuddering heavily, were mute... 

And the tragic princess, with dripping fingers, 
Stacked them up like a fairy loot. 


One day Prince One-of-the-Crowd sent a message: 
“QO, please, why sing you no more? 
What spell, what enchantment, what deed, what 
decreeing 
Has stifled the singing of yore?” 


“ Kind prince,” wrote the princess, “my tiny white 
window 
Is a chipped, sorry echo of songs; 
And the one who will mend it, who will put it 
together, 
Receives the reward that belongs.” 


... What was the reward—and did the prince 
mend it?— 
I’m sorry, I wasn’t told .. . still, 
A princess did live in a little brown cottage, 
And geraniums grew on the sill. 
Peter Pan. 


SINCLAIR LEWIS refuses to accept the $1,000 
Pulitzer prize given to “ Arrowsmith ” for being the 
greatest American novel of the year. Maybe Sin- 
clair was afraid he would be arrested for accepting 
money under false pretenses. 


Paint ’Im Wid Iodine an’ Mark ’Im Duty. 


Hey Y Guy—Lookit! John T. Winterich is the 
editor of the American Legion Monthly. Does he 
rate the Academy, or whatell do we do wid ’im? 

RBR. 


Then We’ve Saved One Lost Soul Anyhow. 
R. H. L.: If, as you say, hell is hotter than Chi- 
cago, I’m a reformed woman. Dizzy. 


DR. DORSEY’S book, “Why We Behave Like 


Human Beings,” intrigues us. There are so very few 
of us who do. 
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ONE AUTUMN NIGHT. 


Last night the moon was a slender silver comb 
In the silken hair of thorn trees on the hill, 

And, save for the cricket’s immemorial dirge, 
The world was still. 


Slow moving smoke rose straight from autumn altars, 
Like the favored fire of Abel when the world was 
young, 
And a line of stately stars began their rhythmic 
marching— 
_ Pearls high hung. 


I shall never cease my smiling and my weeping 
On beholding lights and shadows in an autumn sky; 
I shall never waste night hours in heavy sleeping 
When stars troop by. 
ABORIGINE. ° 


FROM THE enthusiastic greeting given Mr. 
Durkin, the distinguished young killer, by Chicago 
yesterday, we are unable to say at the present 
writing whether we’re going to hang Martin or elect 
him to Congress. 


HOT MAMA! 


[Snipped from the Chievejour by M. S. M.] 
BLAMES PETTING PARTIES 
FOR MANY FOREST FIRES 


A JUDGE down in Mississippi is trying to stop 
the newspapers from printing the news of murder 
trials. Gosh! If the courts acted that way in Chi- 
cago, the newspapers would have to come out with 
most of the pages blank. 


What Never Dies. 


R. H. L.: “When a good joke dies, it goes on 
the stage.’—Frederick Donaghey in The Trib. 

And then it is resurrected for the comic supple- 
ments. Tue WHIP. 


FIRE PREVENTION WEEK is here. For the 
benefit of many shivering flatters we wish to call 
the attention of the janitors to the fact that fire 
prevention does not begin with the furnace. 


KITTHING THE BUTTERCUPTH. 


Dearetht Mithog: Ah, my own, I can thee you 
thtanding in the groundth of your country ethtate 
with your viciouth bloodhoundth about you among 
the crocutheth and tulipth, with the white blothemth 
of the wild cherry tree thtowering ith petalth on 
your thilky black hair. You clothe your eyeth and 
thtretch your handth out longingly: “Thpring .. . 
Thally ...” You thigh withfully. “You... two 
... darn ... coo-coo little dumbbellth .. . you!” 
Then you kith the buttercupth in your handth . . . 
then cruthth them ... relentlethly. Dear thweet 
man... you're tho wonderful. Love & Kitheth—— 

THALLY. 
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YANKEES. 


Jefferson’s out of Virginia with foxhounds at his 
heels, 

And all of the black guns lumbering on crooked, 
clumsy wheels; 

Tors are up in the orchard to see what may be 
seen. 

Ho, for an oath at Monmouth—and the queue of 
General Greene! 


And all of the gold-lace British come driving down 
in a coach, 

Wild—and with wanton chanties. (The barrels they 
will broach!) 

Nathan Hale with his secrets, where apple blooms 
Oe jant..- 

Ho, for a brush with Burgoyne and an Indian red 
with paint! 


Now, Ben is a Quaker printer—his apron full of ink, 

But his is the sharpest rapier in the colony, I think; 

A primed, beleaded pistol 1s under his look of love— 

Ho, for a brawl on the Common, with donging bells 
above! 


Master cuffs at his grooms, sir, and hurries away to 
die: 

(Flags with a snake rough-rattled. Flags with a 
pine tree high.) 

Mistress sings at her spinning, and far from her 
green hill grass 

She hears the Hessians cursing the cattle as they 
pass. 


Tories stalk in the winter; Congress is thin of hope; 

Arnold over the river, and Hale swung free on a 
rope! 

But old men swear at the hearthside, by embers sere 
with grease, 

And test their ancient muscles with the heft of a 
fowling piece. 


Where, oh where is the drummer? And where has 
the President gone? 

.. . Staggering west from the seaboard, west from 
the growling dawn, 

Out of the huzzas of Yorktown, their plows on their 
cannon wheels— 

Eyes to the hills where young men ride with young 
hounds at their heels! 

MacKrniay Kantor. 
THE PLASTERERS are demanding fourteen 

dollars a day. Don’t send my boy to Harvard, the 

dying mother said; if he’s taught to be a plasterer, 

he’ll have college guys licked dead. 


The Perfect Private Sec. 


R.H.L.: I’m the perfect private secretary. When 
any one insists on seeing my boss on a “ personal 
matter,” I just look him straight in the eye and 
ask, “Is it bonds, a donation, or liquor?” EL.in. 
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EARTH HUNGER. 


Closer to the earth I press, 
Drunk with wine and loveliness. 


Why should I will to fly and rise 
To thinner air and colder skies? 


The earth is warmer to my hand, 
That is love I understand. 
Norman STRAND. 


We're All That Kind—Buy and Large. 


R. H. L.: I’m a good law abuying citizen. I buy 
it wherever I can. CaNnpIp Carb. 


THE ILLINOIS CENTRAL began tearing down 
its old Randolph street station yesterday. A new 
station will be a lovely thing for the commuters, 
but we hate to see such a wonderful historical 
building as the old station vanish from sight. To 
stand and look at it, one is carried back to the 
far-off year 1670, when Father Marquette and his 
hardy French voyageurs first landed on the wild 
sand dunes of what is now Chicago. Knowing that 
he would remain all winter, Father Marquette 
erected the building which afterward passed into 
the hands of the Illinois Central and became its 
Randolph street station. 

It was many times attacked by the fierce red man, 
and here the Illinois Indians first took refuge when 
pursued by their remorseless enemies, the Sioux 
and the Comeatyes. The Sacs and the Foxes 
couldn’t go into the station because they didn’t 
have commutation tickets, and the noble Indians 
might have remained there for years in safety, but 
they said they couldn’t stand the smell of chewing 
gum and they got their eyes full of cinders, so they 
beat it out to Starved Rock, where they got it in the 
neck. 

This historic old station was still very strong 
when the Indians decided on the Fort Dearborn 
massacre in 1812. The captain commanding the 
fort was warned by friendly Indians that something 
was going to be pulled off. Suspecting it might be 
his hair, he marched his soldiers all over to the 
Illinois Central station at Randolph street, and— 
well, you know how people feel when they sit 
around the Randolph street station a long time. So, 
finally, the soldiers went to the captain, and they 
said, “Cap, we can’t stand it any more. Let’s go.” 
The Captain said, “ Why, boys, you’ll be massacred 
if you go outside.” And the soldiers said, “ We’d 
rather be massacred than sit around this dump any 
longer. We are soldiers, not commuters.” So ihey 
marched out and got it in the neck. 

And now, all these years later, the old station 
itself is going to get it in the neck. It will be torn 
down. And when it goes we can only look on in 
sadness, and murmur, “Gosh, there goes the only 
history we’ve got.” 
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WHEN YOU ARE OLD . . . VERY 
OLD .. 


When you are old, very old, 
With a long white beard, 

And I am no longer a wild 
Young thing to be feared, 


I think I shall take you with me 
To Tetozotlan, 

Where the desert sleeps in the eyes 
Of the Mezican. 


There, we will enter a church 
With a chapel of gold, 

Where the red gold rust of the walls 
Is centuries old. 


I shall show you a plaster saint, 
Inscrutably sweet and mild, 
Holding a cross in her arms 
As it were a child. 


But I shall not tell you how once... 
Once, long ago... 
You had been with me in that church 
In old Mezico. 
QUEEN OF THE SUBURBS. 


THE ONLY DRAWBACK to having the Sicilian 
gunmen rounded up and put in jail is that it inter- 
feres with their killing each other. 


THAT’S ALL THERE IS—THERE ISN’T ANY 
MORE. 


[From the Fcrt Smith Southwest American via K. T.] 


VIRGINIA MERRIMAN 
IS SIMPLY MARRIED 
TO J. R. KUYKENDALL 


ZARO AGHA, a Turk, 150 years old and believed 
to be the oldest man in the world, has been saved 
from starving to death by being given a job as door- 
keeper for municipal council in Constantinople. 
You never hear about the oldest woman in the world 
starving to death. She can always get a job in the 
chorus. 


Bet Somebody Springs It Before We Get a 
Chance. 

Dick: I hereby give you full permission to pass 
off the following as your own at the next banquet 
you attend. Jimmy was driving his car with one 
hand on the wheel and one arm around Joan. The 
car lurched dizzily. 

“Oh, Jimmy,” cried Joan, “please use both 
hands.” 

“Can’t,” replied Jimmy, grimly. “I gotta drive 
with one.” MarpEssa. 
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THE OBSERVING HEAD WRITER. 


[Lamped in the W. G. N. by Just Ev.] 


CHICAGO’S BIRTH 
RATE INCREASES, 
FIGURES SHOW 


MRS. JOHANNA GREGG, school trustee, is all 
excited because girls in the high schools are taking 
military training and even learning to shoot. We 
are rather in favor of it. When a lady starts out now 
to shoot friend husband, she so often plugs an inno- 
cent bystander. 


THE SERENADE. 


Dick: Wherever and whenever I may hear that 
Serenade I shall see Heidelberg—always Heidelberg, 
lush with roses, dim with lanterns, under a great, 
round moon. I shall always hear the Neckar flow 
swiftly along down behind the inn and see the tiled 
red roofs of squat, grayish houses in the distance. I 
shall see forever young Karl Franz as he sat on the 
edge of that square, heavy table, with all that glo- 
rious youth before him. Karl Franz! singing mag- 
nificently—to the gallery ...! I hear him say, 
“ A promise break, all night you'll wake.” I see his 
vision of Lucas and Detieff and the Saxon Corps and 
hear him thunder in his lone misery, “LUCK! 
LUCK! ” and hear the echo, like the roll of distant 
thunder >. . “luck!” .. . I wonder if I shall always 
be young enough to go blind with tears at the 
Serenade. JUANA. 


State Pride. 


R. H. L.: Anyway, Illinois has the very best 
politicians that money can buy. Burt B. 


MORNING PRAYER. 


When little things would irk me, and I grow 

Impatient with my dear ones, make me know 

How in a moment joy can take its flight 

And happiness be quenched in endless night. 

Keep this thought with me all the livelong day 

That I may guard the harsh words I might say 

When I would fret and grumble, fiery hot 

At trifles that tomorrow are forgot— 

Let me remember, Lord, how it would be 

If these, my loved ones, were not here with me! 
Maxgorie F. W. 


JOHN MASEFIELD deplores the fact that this 
stiff necked generation prefers to sit in dark cham- 
bers watching flashy films to listening to true poetry 
beautifully declaimed. “ However,” says John, “as 
long as there remain two enthusiasts and a plank 
there will be a poetical stage.” And the enthusiast 
who gets hold of the plank first will beat the other 
enthusiast into insensibility and then read _ his 
poetry to him. That must be what the plank is 
for, or maybe it’s for plank verse, 
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YOU TOLD A STORY. 


One time you told a story, 
One night when violins 
Were vibrant in the poplars; 
You told me of your sins; 


That you had given kisses 
That never were sincere, 

That all your ways were make-believe— 
Your smile, your sigh, your tear. 


When you had told your story 
The violins were gone, 

The poplar trees were silver 
In the tracery of dawn... . 


New dawns have come, the poplars 
Have grown to newer glory, 
But when the violins are heard, 
They say: you told a story! 
Cotorabo PETE. 


DR. EMANUEL LASKER, the world chess cham- 
pion, now in Chicago, boasts that he can play chess 
while blindfolded and driving an automobile. Pooh, 
’snuthin! Lots of people in Chicago drive auto- 
mobiles while playing chess blindfolded, both feet 
in a sack, one hand tied behind ’em, and their ear- 
muffs on. 


Well, Don’t Get Stuck Up About It. 


R. H. L.: I’m down in Louieville and I had the 
most wonderful time last night with a Gutter and 
Yegg Man from Chicago. ANNE Howe. 


WE UNDERSTAND SUCH TO BE THE CASE. 
Richard: Can this be true, and have I got a 
real new slant on the present moral turpitude of 
the gals? I am an oldster over forty who remem- 
bers the gals when their moral turpitudes con- 
sisted of wearing bustles fatter than their betters 
wore, and also when to waltz was the crime of the 
age. I just visited a New York university class and 
had to speak to it. And I could see, looking at the 
seated gals—well, what I could see and lots of it. 
And what do you thing the prof said? He said 
nobody under forty ever looked. The boys were 
brought up with it and never see it at all, and just 
take it for granted. They think the gals always did 
have legs. Can that be true? IKR. 


No! Sen. Brookhart Says All the Farmers Are 
Like That. 


(From the Republican and Standard, Waukon, Iowa.) 


FOR SALE—85 head high grade Guernsey 
cows and heifers. T. B. tested, clean and 
sound. Write Soren Humble, Rushford, 


Minn. 38-2 
Hey, Dick, how about taking this guy into the 
Academy? Otp ScissorBiL. 


GARDEN SONG. 


The velvet curtain of the nght 
Is tangled in the trees. 
At the end of the fence 
By the hollyhocks 
Some fairy has caught 
A breeze, 
And they whisper, whisper, 
And they tease, tease . . 
Hearts break at night in a garden 
Where no one sees, 
For who would suspect 
At the end of the fence 
That some fairy talks 
With a breeze, 
And of whom they whisper, 
And of what, they tease! Prmrror. 


WE MET John Fay on Rush street yesterday and 
asked him where he was going. “Oh,” said John, 
“T’m going over to the drug store to get a boiled 
beef dinner.” 


IN GOD WE TRUST. 


Sir: Several of your contributors have suggested 
(it is their idea of the difference between construc- 
tive and destructive criticism) that I discuss the 
virtues of Americans rather than the faults; and it 
will do no harm to try. . . . One of the most admir- 
able things about Americans is their ability to 
govern themselves with men who know nothing 
about government and very little about anything 
else. With singular restraint, they do not carry this 
guileless idiosyncrasy into private life; when your 
American wishes to have plumbing installed, he en- 
gages an expert plumber; when he has his vermi- 
form appendix removed, he seeks a doctor who has 
at least studied surgery; but when he votes for a 
man to make or enforce his laws, the only qualifica- 
tion he requires is that the candidate be not in any 
way qualified for the office in question. Perhaps 
after stamping “In God We Trust” on the coin of 
the Republic, it would not be courteous to the 
deity to do otherwise. In any event, it is a remark- 
able situation and not without comic relief. 

But Americans, who think almost as well of Mr. 
George Washington as Mr. Washington thought of 
himself, might well heed (as well as so often mis- 
quote) the words of that Farewell Address which Mr. 
Hamilton wrote and which Mr. Washington merely 
signed: “ The great rule of conduct for us in regard 
to foreign nations is . . . to have with them as little 
Political connection as possible.” Within the amaz- 
ing borders of these states, where only the news- 
papers take the laws seriously anyway, a govern- 
ment by amateurs is probably as good as any; but 
out among professionals the eagle’s wings are quite 
likely to be neatly clipped. They always have been. 

Sil; 
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THE AMERICAN LEGION has offered prizes 
for the three best essays on “ Why I want to go to 
Faris with the American Legion in 1927.” Shouldn’t 
wonder if most of the essays were something like 
this: 

I want to go to France with the Amer- 
ican Legion in 1927 so that I can park my- 
self anywhere I damn like all over Paris 
and hire some mean looking guy to put on 
an M. P. uniform and wave a billy club 
and strut up to me and yell, “ You can’t 
stand there, soldier,” just so I can look him 
straight in the eye and say right back to 
him, “ The hell I can’t stand there, soldier! ” 


And at Hard Labor. 


R. H. L.: Of course, we feel sorry for the man 
who got thirteen years recently for stealing a kiss, 
but think of the men who have got life for the same 
thing. Ro. 


A PEORIA GIRL was fined fifteen dollars for 
practicing on the piano and waking a baker who 
worked nights. If she lived in Chicago, she could 
shoot the baker and not get fined nearly so much. 


THE LITTLE DAYS. 


The great big strutting days go past 
Like generals wearing lace, 

They puff their chests and shine their hair, 
They have a certain grace. 


There’s Christmas and there’s New Year’s, 
And eke St. Patrick’s day, 

And July Fourth is padded so 
He scarce can march away. 


But give to me the little days, 
Just plain days small and brown, 

Just days of fleecy little clouds, 
Days in some quiet town. 


The little days are comforting, 
They settle one to rest, 

They stir the fire and sweep the hearth 
And do their very best 


To make the world a happy place 
In which to live and die, 
So give to me the little days 
And let the great march by. 
Joss. 


PARDON QUOTATIONS IN ILLINOIS. Bandit 
market active and steady. Closed at increase of 79c 
a pound on the hoof. Gunmen and bandits, erratic, 
with market closing at 33 2-5¢ a pound. Beer run- 
ners, prime and in fair condition, opened at 32 to 42 
points heavier than on day before. Closed steady. 
Pickpockets and second-story workers, spotty and 
irregular. Closed at 27 3-4c a pound. Market de- 
veloped general bullishness, with smart advance ex- 
pected before the end of the week. 
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Now That’s Really Something to Worry 
About. 


R. H. L.: When all-our bootleggers have killed 
one another, what are we going to do about our 
likker? Hank Cuvs. 


MRS. O’LEARY’S COW, just fifty-five years ago 
today, kicked over the lamp, burned down the old 
squatty, grimy Chicago, and caused the building of 
the great metropolitan city in which we live today. 
In honor of the cow, let us fill our glasses with nice, 
rich buttermilk and drink a toast to her memory. 
Here’s cow! 


“ PROHIBITION Is Gaining Ground in Chicago.” 
—Dry Administrator Yellowley. Ground for divorce. 


A BED TIME STORRIE 


Fer Grown-Up Guys 
By SNOWSHOE AL. 


T wuz 90 degrees below zero. Tha artic winds 
I roared like a peeved traffic cop. Peter Polar- 
bear sat on a cake uv ice an’ wiped tha per- 
spiraishun off his brow. “ Dam theez artic sum- 
mers,” sez he, “this heat is almost un-bear-able!” 
Jist then a flock uv airoplanes passed overhed on 
there way tuh tha north pole, wich wuz only a mile 
away. A few minits later a dirigible’ followed, car- 
rying 1000 Cook tourists. One-eyed Connolly wuz 
sittin’ on top, unobserved by tha crew. “ Theez 
people maik me sick,” sez Pete tuh hisself. “ Every 
time I turn around I see a new hotel, an’ I woodn’t 
be serprised—omygawd, there’s a thompson’s res- 
taurant! It wuzn’t there last nite!” At this mo- 
ment he diskovered his sun, little Charlie Polar- 
bear, chasing a baby seal akross tha ice. “ Charlie,” 
sez Pete, “let that galloping opera-wrap alone: yew 
jist had yer brekfast, yuh hungry brat.” “ Aw, hell,” 
komplained little Charlie, crying bitterly, “ he called 
me naims—he sed my hole family wuz a bunch of 
fish-eating library rugs.” “Now, now,” sez Pete, 
soothingly, “don’t pay no attention tuh that plush- 
koated sardine: he’ll end up in a State street win- 
dow sum day.” “ An’ furthermore,” sez little Char- 
lie, “he sed yew wuz a——” “O, he did, did he? ” 
sez Pete, gittin’ all ruffed up, “ g’wan an’ nock hell 
outa him—I’d go with yuh, only if I ever left this 
spot fer a minit they wood bild a United Cigar 
store on it.’ So Charlie chased tha baby-seal down 
past tha new golf course, but tha seal pup hid be- 
hind tha atlantic an’ pacific tea store an’ got away. 
Charlie started back home, but he met his pa kum- 
ming torwards him. Peter Polar-bear wuz walking 
slowly, with tears streaming down his fase. “ Char- 
lie,” sez Pete, “we must leave this country! My 
pride has bin hurt—my dignity has bin shot all 
tuh hell—my hart is busted—a couple uv little kids 
jist kum up tuh me an’ tried tuh feed me salted 
peanuts.” 
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SAYONARA. 


Good-by, white Nipponese; we have grown cold, 

And winter fronds with snow the cedar tree; 
How tranquilly your thin silk fan you hold, 

How mindlessly you gaze, still lyric one, at me! 
No, do not touch my hand. I do not care, 

Among the things which memory cannot lose, 
To recall just how, and when, once loved, and where 

We said good-by! I do not care to choose, 
White Nipponese, to waste the joy of all my jour- 

neying; 

I do not care to wander in strange, hilly lands 
Blind to new beauties by forever burying 

The touch and lyric movement of your parting 

hands! 


Kabuki men will bring you irises in spring, 
Kabuki players with calm and glamorous eyes, 
And you will wave your fan for them and sing, 
And they will sit around desirous, eke, and wise. 
But never shall a young man with a cherry blossom 
bough 
Stand on the bridge and speak to you of love and 
truth, 
For you would not bear to listen or believe him, 
dear. Somehow, 
You would laugh queerly and reproach him for his 
youth. 
Yet love, ah, love maytimes be like a swallow, 
Returning to an old nest and a mate some distant 


spring. 

Strange things have happened. Fate is thin and 
callow. 

_ Until that time, good-by, good-by, white shell and 
iris thing! 


Davin Sorror. 


SOMEBODY, says the Daily News, has just got 
to be found to take Frank Smith’s place in the sena- 
torial race. Well, we nominate Cuthbert, our trained 
cockroach. The way Cuthbert can gnaw contribu- 
tions off the ceiling is simply marvelous. 


Trudie’s All Right in the Channel, but Net on the 
High C’s. 

Dick: Out in the wilds of Des Moines, Iowah, 

they paid nine thousand smacks to hear Marion Tal- 


ley warble and only four hundred to watch Trudie 
do her stuff. Whaffur? Coss Hat. 


ORANGE JUDY is a candidate for sheriff of Lee 
County, Iowa, and K. C. nominates him for presi- 
dent of the Academy of Immortals. This proud 
position has been vacant since Jett Wimp was given 
his old age pension and put on the retired list. 
Orange Judy of Keokuk is hereby nominated. Are 
there any other candidates? 

He is a man not sour or moody, 
Let’s give three cheers for Orange Judy. 
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“ MEXICO RUSHES TROOPS.”—Trib headline. 
We laugh every time we think of Mexican soldiers 
rushing anywhere. It’s impossible to imagine it. 
After he gets an order to rush, he has to tie his 
shoes, then he lights a cigaret, then he goes across 
the street to get a gourdful of pulque. And by that 
time he has forgotten about the order to rush, so he 
lies down in a shady place and goes to sleep. And, 
besides, how could he rush? He’d run right out of 
his uniform. A Mexican soldado always has to 
carry his rifle under his arm so that he can use both 
hands to hold up his pants. 


A POET’S PRAYER. 


Still give to us our visions, 
And shield us from the truth— 
Our childish dreams of manhood, 
Our senile dreams of youth. 


Still give to us our visions, 
Whatever pangs they bring— 

Our summer dreams of autumn, 
Our winter dreams of spring. 


Still grant us our illusions, 
And all deceits thereof— 
Our trust in lasting friendship, 
Our faith in deathless love. 


Still grant us our illusions, 
Though frail as gossamer, 
Of realms beyond the sunset, 
Of lights that never were. 


Our visions, our illusions, 
However false and vain, 
Though strength and fortune fail us, 
Oh, let our dreams remain. 
Eouvs. 


BUCK MacNIDER, in his New York speech 
against the pacifists, paid his most special and most 
scathing respects to Jane Addams and Carrie Chap- 
man Catt. Goodness! Has that Carrie Chapman 
Catt come back? 


And He Gave Him a Ticket. 


Rhl: “OFFICER!” screamed the citizen, “ this 
man just dashed into our bank, shot the cashier, 
and took eighty thousand dollars!” “Huh!” grunted 
the traffic cop, coldly glancing at the gunman’s car 
and then back at the gunman, “that’s a helluvan 
excuse fer parking in front of a fireplug! ” 

HERBLOCK. 


THIS THEN, is the third Linebook. Love it as 
much as you did the other two. As many of the 
good things from the Line tor 1926 as could be 
jammed into sixty-four pages with Hank’s squeeziest 
rubber type are in it. Contribs and Gentle Reader— 
here’s our hand, and the best o’ luck to you all. 

R. H. L. 
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